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Dramatis Perfonae. 

AIUS Marcius Coriolanus, a noble Roman, 
hated by the common People. 



Titus Lartius, 1 Generals againjl the Volfcians, 
Cominius, ) and Friends to Goriolanus. 

Menenius Agrippa, Friend to Goriolanus. 
Sicinius Velutus, ) Tribunes of the People^ and ene^ 
Junius Brutus, \ mies to Goriolanus* 

TuUus Aufidius, General of the Volfcians. 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 
Toung Marcius, Son to Goriolanus. 
Conjpirators with Aufidius. 



Volumnia, Mother to Goriolanus. 
Virgilia, Wife to Goriolanus. 
Valeria, Friend to Virgilia. 



Roman and Volfcian Senators^ yEdiles^ LiSiors^ Soldiers^ 
Common People^ Servants to Aufidius, 
and other Attendants. 



The S G EN E is partly in Rome ; and partly in the 
Territories of the Volfcians, and Antiates. 



GORIOLANUS, 



C R I L A M U S. 

A G T I. SCENE I. 

A Street m R O M E. 

Enter a company of mutinous Citizens with Jiaves^ clubs^ 
and other weapons. 

I C ITIZEN. 

BE F O R E we proceed any farther, hear me fpeak. 
AIL Speak, fpeak. 

I Cit, You are all refolv'd rather to die than to 
famifli? 

^//rRefolv d, refolvM. 

I Cit. Firft, you know, Caius Marcius is the chief 
enemy to the people. 

AIL We know't, we know^t. 

1 Cit, Let us kill him, and we^ll have Corn at our 
own price. Is't a Verdift ? 

^/. No more talking on't, let'^t be done; away, 
away. 

8 Cit. One word, good Citizens. 

1 Cit. We are accounted poor Citizens; the Patri- 
cians, good: what Authority furfeits on, would re- 
lieve us : if they would yield us but the fuperfluity, 
while it were wholefome, we might guefs, they relieved 
us humanely : but they think, we are too dear; the 
leannefs that afflifts us, the objeft of our mifery, 
is as an inventory to particularize their abundance 
our TufFerance is a gain to them. Let us revenge 
this with our Pikes, ere we become Rakes : for the 
Gods know, I fpeak this in hunger for bread, not in 
thirft for revenge. 

2 Cit, Would you proceed efpecially againft Caius 
Marcius. A 3 AIL 
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^iL Againft him firft : he's a very dog to the Coi»- 
monalty. i 

t Cit, Confider you, what fervices he has done for 
his Country ! 

I Cit. Very well ; and could be content to give him 
good report for't; but that he pays hirofelf with be- « 
ing proud. 

All, Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly. ^ 

I Cit, I fay unto you, what he hath done famoufly, \ 
he did it to that end ; though foft confcienc'd Men 
can be content to fay, it was for his Country 5 he did 
it to pleafe his Mother, and to be partly proud ; 
which he is, even to the altitude of his virtue. i 

« Cit, What he cannot help in his nature, you ac- 
count a vice in him : you mull in no ways lay, he 
is covetous. 

I Cit. If I muft not, I need not be barren of accu- 
fations ; he hath faults, with furplus, to tire in repe- 
tition. [Shouts within,] What fhouts are thofe ? the 
other fide o' th' City is rifen; why ftay we prating 
here? To the Capitol 

All, Come, come- 

1 Cit, Soft who comes here? 

SCENE II. 

Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

• ^''* ATl/^^'^^^ Menenius Agrippa; one that 
V V hath always lov'd the People. 

1 Cit, He's one honeft enough ; 'would, all the reft 
were fo ! i 

Men. What Work's, my Countrymen, in hand ? 
where go you ( 

With bats and clubs ? the matter — Speak, I pray you. 

s Cit. Our bufinefs is not unknown to the Senate; 
thoy have had inkling, this fortnight, what we in- 
tend to do, which now we'll fliew'em in deeds : they 
fay, poor Suiters have ftrong breaths; they ftiall 
know, we have ftrong arms too. Men^ 






CORIOLANUS. -7 

Men. Why, Maftcrs, my good Friends, mine ho- 
neft Neighbours, 
Will you undo yourfelves ? 

2 Cit. We cannot. Sir, we are undone already. 

Men, I tell you. Friends, moft charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you : For your wants. 
Your fufferings in this Dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your ftaves, as lift them 
Again ft the Roman State ; whole Courfe will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thoufand Curbs 
Of more ftrong Links afunder, than can ever 
Appear in your Impediment. For the'Dearth^ 
The Gods, not the Patricians, make it; and 
Your Knees to them (not Arms) muft help. Alack, 
You are tranfported by Calamity 
Thither where more attends you; and you flander 
The Helms o' th' State, who care for you like Fathers, 
When you curfe them as Enemies. 

2 CJt, Care for us! true, indeed] they 

ne'er c2Lvd for us yet. Suffer us to famifli, and their 
' Store-houfes cramm'd with grain : make £di&s for 
Ufury, to fupport Ufurers ; repeal daily any whole- 
fome AA eilabliflied againft the Rich, and provide 
more piercing Statutes daily to chain up and refirain 
the Poor; If the Wars eat us not up, they will \ and 
there's all the love they bear us. 

Men. Either you mull 
Confefs yourfelves wond'rous malicious, 
Or be accused of folly. X Ihall tell you 
A pretty Tale, (it may be, you have heard it ;) 
But, fince it ferves my purpofe I will venture 
*To fcaie't a little more. 

2 Cii. Well, ' 

» to fcaie't a littU more] Thus all the Editions aiMr. Theobald con- 
feffcs, who alters it to Jlatet, And for a good Reafon, hecaufe he can 
find no Senfe (he fays) in the common Reading, For as good a Reafon, 
I who can, have reftor'd the old one to its Place. Tojcalei fignifjr- 
ing to weigh, examine and apply it. Warh, 

A 4 I'll 
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I'll hear it, Sir yet you muft not think 

To fob off our difgraces with a Tale : \ 

But, an't pleafe you, deliver. 

Men, There was a time, when all the body's mem- 
bers 
Rebell'd againft the beUy ; thus accused it ; ' 

That only, like a Gulf, it did remain 
r th' midft o' th' body, idle and unaflive, ' ^ 

Still cupboarding the Viand, never bearing ^ 

Like labour with the reft ; where th 'other iirilru- 

ments 
Did fee, and hear, devife, inftrufl, walk, feel. 
And mutually participate, did rainifter 
Unto the appetite, and affeftion common 
Of the whole body. The belly an fwer'd — ^ — • 

2 Cit. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the belly ? 

Men, Sir, I fhall tell you. — With a kind of fmile. 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus — 
(For look you, I may make the belly fmilc,' 
As well as fpeak) it tauntingly reply'd 
To th' difcontented Members, th' mutinous Parts, 
That envied his receit ; even fo moft fitly, 
As you malign our Senators, for that 
They are not fucb as you 

8 Cit, Your belly's anfwer what! 

The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye. 
The counfellor heart, the arm our foldier, 
Or fteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter ; 
With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabric, if that they 

Men, What then? — 'Fore me, this fellow fpeaks. 
What then? what then ? I 

S Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be reftrain'd, '' 
Who is the fink o' th' body,-- ^ 

Men. Well, what then ? 

s Cit, The former Agents, if they did complain, ' 

What could the belly anfwer? 

Men, I will tell you» 

If 
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If youMl beftow a fraall (of what you have little) 
Patience, a while; you'll hear the belly's anfwer. 

8 CiL Y'are long about it. 

Men. Note me this, good Friend ; 
Your moft grave belly was deliberate. 
Not rafh, like his accuFers ; and thus anfwer'd ; 
True is it, my incorporate Friends, quoth he. 
That I receive the general food at firft. 
Which you do live upon ; and fit it is, 
Becaufe I am the ftore-houfe, and the fhop 
Of the whole body. But, if you do remember, 
I fend it through the rivers of your blood. 
Even to the Court, the Heart? to th' feat o'th' brain; 
And, through the cranks and offices of man. 
The ftrongeft nerves, and fmall inferior veins, 
From me receive that natural competency 
Whereby they livpi And tho' that all at once. 
You, jny good Friends, (this fays the belly) mark 
me 

2 Cii, Ay, Sir, well, well. 

Men, Though all at once cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flow'r of all, 
And leave me but the bran. What fay you to't? 

2 CU, It was an anfwer-,— how apply you this ? 

Men. The Senators o^ Rome are this good belly. 
And you the mutinous Members ; for examine * 
Their Gounfels, and their Cares ; digeft things rightly, 
Touching' the weal o'th* Common; you (hall find, 
No public benefit, which you receive. 
But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you, 
And no way from yourfelves. What do you think? 
You, the great toe of this Aflembly ! — 
• 8 Cit. I the great toe .' why, the great toe ? 

Men. For that, being one o' th' loweft, bafeft, 
pooreft, 
Of this moft v^'ife Rebellion, thou goeft foreraoft : 

A 5 Thou 
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Thou rafcal, that art worft in blood to run^ 

Lead'ft firft, to win fome Vantage.- 

But make you ready your ftiff bats and club*, 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle : 
The one fide muft have bale. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Caius Marcius. 
Hail, noble Marcius ! 

Mar, Thanks. What's the matter, you diflentiouJ 

rogues, 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Malte yourfelves fcabs ? 

2 Cit, We have ever your good word. 

Mar. He that will give good words to thee, will 

flatter J 

Beneath abhorring. What would you.havc,ye Curs, j 

That likes not peace, nor war ? The one affrights you. 
The other makes you proud. He that trufts to you. 
Where he fliould find you lions, finds you. hares : j 

Where foxes, geefe: You are no furer^ no, j 

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice. 
Or hailftone in the Sun. Your virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whofe offence f^bdues him. 
And curfe that juftice, did it. Who deferves Grcat- 

nefs, 
Deferves your Hate; and your affedions are 
A fick man's^^jppetite, who defires mod That 
Which would encreafe his evil. He, that depends 
Upon your favours, fwims with fins of lead. 
And hews down oaks with ruflaes. Hang ye j 

truft ye! i 

With every minute you do change a mind, 
And call him noble, that was now your hate; 
Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter, 
That in the feveral places of the City 
You cry againft the noble Senate, who 
[Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elfe 

B6 Would 
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Would feed on one another ? what's their feeking ? 
Men. For corn at their own rates, whereof they fay. 
The city is well ftor'd. 

Mar. Hang 'em : they fay I 

They'll tt by th' fire, and perfume to know 
What's done i' th' Capitol ; who's like to rife ; 
Who thrives, and who declines : fide fadions, and 

give out 
ConjeAural marriages ; making parties ftrong. 
And feeble fuch, as ftand not in their Liking, 
Below their cobled ihoes. They fay, there's Grain 

enough ? , 
Would the nobility lay afide their ruth. 
And let me ufe my fword, I'd make a quarry 
With khoufands of thefe quarter'd Slaves, as high 
As I could pitch my lance. 

Men. Nay, thefe are almoft thoroughly perfuaded : 
For though abundantly they lack discretion, 
Yet are they pafling cowardly. But, I befeech you. 
What fays the other troop? 

Mar. They are diffolv'd ; hang 'em, 
They faid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Proverbs ; 
That hunger broke Jlone walls — that dogs muji eat, — 
That meat was made for mouths — that the Godsjent not 
Corn for the rich men only — With thefe flireds 
They vented their complainings : which being an- 

fwer'd. 
And a Petition granted them, a firange one. 
To break the heart of Generofity, 
And make bold Power look pale ; they threw their 

caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o'th' Moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 
Men. What is granted them ? 
Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdonw. 
Of their own choice. One's Junius Brutus, 

Sicinius Velutus^ and I know not s' death. 

The rabble fliould have firft unroof d the City, 

A 6 Ere 
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Ere fo prevaiFd with me ! it will in time J 

Win upon Power, and throw forth greater themes j 

For Infurredion's arguing. | 

Men, This is ftrange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments ! 

Enter a Mejffinger, 

MeJ. Where's C<3mjM<2rcmj? -i 

Mar, Here what's the matter? { 

MeJ, The news is, Sir, the Voljcians are in arms. 
Mar, I'm glad on't, then we fliall have means to vent 
Our mufty fuperfluity; See, our beft Elders- 

s c E N E IV. 

Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, 

Titus Lartius, with other Senators, * 

I Sen. li/fA RCIUS, 'tis true, that you have lately 

-'^^ told us. 
The Voljcians are in arms. 

Mar. They have a Leader, 
Tullus Aujidius, that will put you to't. 
I fin in envying his Nobility: 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
rd wifh me only he. 

Com. yW\i have fought together ? 

Mar, Were half to half the world by th' ears, and he 
Upon my Party, I'd revolt, to make 
Only my wars with him. He is a lion, 
That I am proud to hunt. 

I Sat. Then, w6rthy Marcius^ 
Attend upon Cominius to thefe wars. *i 

Com. It is your former promife. 

Mar, Sir, it is ; 
And I am cofiftant : Titus Lartius, thoa 
Shalt fee me once more ftrike kt Tullus^ face, \ 

What, art thou ftifF? ftand'ft out? | 

Tit, No, Caius Marcius^ 

ru 
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ril lean upon one crutch, and fight with t'other; 
Ere flay behind this bufihefs. 

Men. O true bred ! 

I Sen. Your company to th' Capitol; where, I know. 
Our greateft Friends attend us. 

TiL Lead you on ; 
Follow, Cominius; yjt niuft follow you; 
Right worthy you Priority. 

Corn. Noble Lartius 

1 Sen, Hence to your homes be gone, 

[To the Citizens. 

Mar, Nay, let them follow; 
The Voljcians have much Corn : take thefe rats thither, 
To gnaw their garners. Worfhipful Mutineers, 
Your valour puts well forth ; pray follow — 

[Exeunt. 

[Citizens Jieal away. Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 

Sic. Was ever man fo proud, as is this Marcius f 

Bru. He has no equal. 

Sic. When we were chofen Tribunes for *thc 
People 

Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes ? 

Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not fpare to gird the 
Gods 

Sic. Be-mock the modeft Moon 



Bru. The prefent wars devour him ! He is grown 
Too pjo.ud, to be fo valiant. 

Sic. Such a nature, 
Tickled with good fuccefs, difdains the fhadow 
Which he treads on at noon ; but I do wonder, 
His infolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius, 

.Bru. Fame, at the which he aims. 
In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 
Better be held, nor more attained, than by 
A Place below the firft; for what mifcarries 
Shall be the General's fault, though he perform 

To 
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To the utmofl of a man ; and giddy cenfure 
Will then cry out of Marcius ; oh, if he 
Had borne the bufinefs 

Sic. Befides, if things go well, 
Opinion, that fo flicks on Marcius : {hall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come, ' 

Half all Cominius* Honours are to Marcius^ ^ 

Though Marcius earn'd them not ; and all his faults ^ 

To Marcius (hall be honours, though, indeed, 
In aught he merit not. 

Sic, Let's hence, and hear 
How the difpatch is made ; and in what falbion. 
More than his Angularity, he goes 
Upon this prefcnt aAion. 

Bru. Let's along. [E^unt^ 

SCENE V. 

Changes to CorioU. 

Enter TuIIus Aufidius, with Senators of Coxiolu 
1 Sen, Q O, your opinion is, Aufidius^ 

O That theyofRom/?areentredinour Counfels, 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf Is it not yours ? 
Whatever hath been thought on in this State, 
That could be brought to bodily aft, ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? 'tis not four days gone. 
Since I heard thence — thefe are the words — I think, 
I have the letter here ; yes — here it is ; 
They have preft a Power, but it is not known j 

[Reading. A 

Whether for Eaft or Weft; the Dearth is great, ^ 

The People mutinous ; and it is rumour'd, 
Cominius, Marcius your old enemy, 
(Who is o£Rome worfe hated than of you) 
And Titus Lartius, a moft valiant Roman, 
Thefe three lead on this preparation 

Whither 
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Whither 'tis bent — moft likely, 'tis for you: 
Confider of it. 

I Sen, Our Army's in the Field : 
We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 
To anfwer us. 

Auf, Nor did you think it folly. 
To keep your great pretences veiFd 'till when [ing, 
Tbeyjneeds mull fliew themfelves; which in the hatch- 
It feem'd, appeared to Rome, By the difcovcry 
We fliall be fhortned in our aim, which was 
To take in many Towns, ere (almoft) Rome 
Should know we were a-foot. 

Sen, Noble Aufidius^ 
Take your CommilTion, hie you to your bands ; 
Let us alone to guard Corioli; 
If they fet dawn before's, 'fore they remove 
Bring up your Army: but, I think, youll find, 
They've not prepared for us% 

Auf, O, dout not that, 
I fpeak from certainties. Nay more. 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, 
And only hiiherward. I leave your Honours. 
If We and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
'Tis fworn between us, we fhall ever ftrike 
^Till one can do no more« 

AIL The Gods affift you ! 

Auf, And keep your Honours fafe ! 

I Sen. Farewel. 

s Sen. Farewel. 

All, Farewel. [ExeunU 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to Caius Marcius'i Heufe in Rome. 

Enter Yolumn\a,and Virgilia; ihey Jit down on two low 
Jtools, and few. 

ViL T Pray you. Daughter, fing, or exprefs yourfelf 
X in a more comfortable fort! if my Son were 

my 
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my Hufband, I Woiild freelier rejoice in that abfencd 
wherein he won honour, than in the embracements of 
his bed, where he would fliew moft love. "When yet 
he was but tender-bodied, and the only Son of my 
womb ; when youth with comelinefs plucked all gaze 
his way ; when, for a day of Kings' entreaties, a Mo- 
ther fh,ouId not fell him an hour from her beholding; 
I, confidering how Honour would become fuch af>er- 
fon, that it was no better than pifture-like to hang 
by th' wall, if Renown made it not ftir, was pleas'd 
to let him feek Danger where he was like to find 
Fame : to a cruel war I fent him, from whence he 
return'd, his brows bound with Oak. I tell thee. 
Daughter, I fprang not more in joy at firft hearing 
he was a man-child, than now in firft feeing he had 
proved himfelf a Man. 

Vir. But had he died in the buGnefs, Madam ^ how 
then ? 

Val, Then his good Report (hould have been my 
Son ; I therein would have found ifTue. Hear me 
profefs fincerely: had I a dozen Sons each in my 
love alike, and none lefs dear than thine and my 
good Marcius, I had rather eleven die nobly for their 
Country,thanonevolumptuouflyfurfeit,outofaftion. 

* Enter a Gentlewoman, 
Gent, Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifit you, 
Vir. 'Befeech you, give me leave to retire myfclf. 
VoL Indeed, thou fhalt not : 
Methinks, I hither hear your Hulband's Drum : 
I fee him pluck Aufidius down by th' hair : 
(As children from a bear) the Volfci ftiiinning liim : 
Methinks, I fee him flamp thus— and call thus — 
Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear, 
Though ye were born in Rome; his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a harveft «nan, that's tafk'd to mow 
Or all, or Jofe his hire. 

Vir. 
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Vir. His bloody brow! ob, Jupiter, no blood ! — 

Vol. Away, you fool; it more becomes a man, 
Tban Gilt bis tropby. The breaft of Hecuba, 
When (he did fuckle He^r, look'd not lovelier 
Than HeHor'^s forehead, wben it fpit forth blood 
At Grecian fwords contending ; tell Valeria, 
We are tit to bid her welcome. [E:itt Gtnt. 

Vir. Heav'ns blefs my Lord from fell Aufidius ! 

Vol, He'll beat Aufidius" head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck. 

Enter Valeria with an UJher, and a Gentlewoman^ 
Val. My Ladies Both, good day to you. 
Vol, Sweet Madam 



Vir. I am glad to fee your Ladyfliip- 



VaL How do you both ? you are manifeft Houfe- 
kcepers. What are' you fewing here ? a fine fpot, in 
good faith. How does your little Son ? 

Vir. I thank your Ladyfhip: well, good Madam. 

Vol He had rather fee the fwords, and hear a drum, 
than look upon his fchoolmafter. 

Val. O' my word, the Father's Son : Til fwear, 'tis 
a very pretty boy. O' my troth, I look'd on him 

o' Wednefday half an hour together h'as fuch a^ 

confirm'd countenance. Iifaw him run after a gilded 
butterfly, and when he caught it, he let it go again ; 
and after it again ; and over and over he' comes, and 
up again ; and caught it again; or whether his Fall 
enrag'd him, or how 'twas, he did fo fet his teeth, 
and did tear it ; oh, I warrant, how he raamraockt it ! 

Vol. One of's Father's moods. 
• Val. Indeed, la, 'tis a noble Child. 

Vir. A crack, Madam. 

Val. Come, lay afide your Stitchery ; I muft have 
you play the idle hufwife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good Madam, I will not out of doors. 

Val. Not oiit of doors 1 

Vol. She Ihall, fhe fliall. 

Vir. 
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Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience ; I'll not over 
the threfhould, 'till my Lord return from the wars. 

VaL Fie, you confine yourfelfmoftunrca'fonably: 
Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lies in. 

Vir. I will wilh her fpeedy ttrength, and vifit her 
with my prayers ; but I cannot go-thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you ? 

Vir. Tis not to fave labour, nor that I want love. 

Vol, You would be another Penelepe; yet they fay, 
all the yarn, flie fpun in Ul^es's abfence, did but fill 
Ithaca full of moths. Come, I would, your cambric 
were fenfible as your finger, that you might leave 
pricking it for pity. Come you fliall go with us. 

Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me ; indeed, I will 
not forth. 

Val. In truth, la, go with me, and I'll tell you ex- . I 
ccllent news of your Hufband. 

Vir, Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet» 

Val. Verily , I do not jeft with you ; there came 
news from him laft night. 

Vir. Indeed, Madam 1 

Val, In earned, it's true ; I heard a Senator fpeak 
it. Thus it is — ^The Voljcians have an army forth, 
againft whom Cominius the General is gone, with one 
part of our Roman Powgr. Your Lord and Titus 
Lartius are fet down before their City Corioli; they 
nothing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars. 
This is true, on my honour; and fo, I pray, go 
with. us. 

Vir, Give me excufe, good Madam, I will obey 
y ou in every thing hereafter. 

Vol. Let her alone, Lady \ as fhe is now, (he will /^ 
but difeafe our better mirth. 

VaL In troth, I think, (he would; fare you well, 
then. Gome, good fweet Lady. Pr'ythee, Virgilia^ 
turn thy Solemnefs out o' d oor, and go along with us. ^ 

Vir. No: at a word. Madam; indeed, I muft not. 

I w'ifh 1 
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I wifli you much mirth. 

Vol. Well, then farewel. [ExmnK 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to the Walls ^Corioli. 
Enter Marciiis, Titus Lartius, with Captains and 
Soldiers : To them a Meffenger. 

Mar. T7 ONDER comes news : a wager, they have 
X met. 

Lart. My horfe to yours, no. 

Mar. 'Tis done. 

Lart, Agreed. 

Mar, Say, has our General met the enemy? 

Mef. They lie in view ; but have not fpoke as yetr 

J^rt, So, the good horfe is mine. 

Mar, I'll buy him of you. 

Lari. No, Til not fell, nor give him: lend him 
you, I .will, 
For half an hundred years : Summon the Town. 

Mar, How far off lie thefe armies ? 

Mef, Within a mile and half. 

Mar, Then {hall we hear their larum, and they ours. 
Now, Mars^ I pr'ythee, make us quick in work ; 
That we with fmoaking fwo^rds may march from hence. 
To help our fielded Friends ! Come, blow thy blaft. 

They found a Parley. Enter two fenators with others 
on the Walls. 
Tullus Aufidius^ is he within your Walls ? 

I Serh. No, nor a man that fears you lefs than he, 
That's leffer than a little : hark, our drums 

[Drum afar off. 
Are bringing forth our Youth: we'll break our Walls, 
Rather than they fhali pound us up : our Gat^, 
Which yet feemlhut, we have but pinn'd withruflies; 
They'll open of themfelves. Hark you, far off 

[Alarm^far off. 
There 
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There is Aufidius. Lift, what work he makes 
Among your cloven army. 

Mar, Oh, they are at it !— ^ — 

Lart, Their noife be ourinffruSion. Ladders, ho J 

• inter rt^ Volfcians. 

Mar. They feartis not, but iffue forth their Gity- 
Now put your fhields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than fliields. Advance, brave 

Titus, 
They do difdain us'much beyond our thoughts; 
Which makes me fweat with wrath. Come on my 

fellows ; 
He that retires, I'll take him for a Volfcian, 
And he Ihall feel mine edge. ~ 

[Alarm ; the Romans heat hack to their Trenches. 

S GENE VIII. 

Re-enter Marcius. 

Mar. ALL the Contagion of the South lijght on 
jljL you. 

You ftiames of Rome^ you ! herds of boils and 

plagues 
Plaifter you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd 
Farther than feen, and one infefl another 

Againft the wind a mile ! you fouls of geefe, 

That bear the (hapes of men, how have you run 

From Slaves, that apes would beat? Fluto and Hell ! 

All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale, 

With flight, and agued fear ! mend, and charge home. 

Or, by the fires of Heaven, Fll leave the Foe, 

And make my wars on you : look to't, come on ; 

If you'll ftand faft, we'll beat them to their wives. 

As they us to our trenches followed. y 



Another Alarm^ and Marcius follows therti to the gates. 

So now the gates are ope : now prove good feconds ; 

'Tis 



\ 



\ 
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'Tis for the followers, fortune widens them ; 
Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like. 

[He enters the gates^ and isjliut in, 

1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs, not I. 

2 SoL Nor I. 

3 SoL See, they have fhut him in. " 

[Alarm continues, 
AIL To th' pot, I warrant him. 

Enter Titus Lartius. 

Lart. What is become of Marcius ? 

AIL Slain, Sir, doubtlefs* 

I SoL Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters ; who, upon the fudden, 
Clapt to their gates ; he is himfelf alone, 
To'anfwer ail the City. 

Lart. Oh, noble fellow f 
Who, fenfible, out-does his fenCslefs fword. 
And, when it bows,ftands up : thou art Ic^t, Marcius — 
A carbuncle intire, as big as thou art. 
Were not fo rich a jewel. Thou waft a foldier 
Even to Cato^s wifli, not fierce and terrible 
Only in ftrokes, but with thy grim looks, and 
The thunderJike percuflion of thy founds, 
Thou mad'ft thine enemies fliake, as if the world 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 

Enter Marcius bleedings ctJfauUed by the Enemy, 

1 SoL Look, Sir. — — 
Lart. O, 'tis Marcius. 
Let's fetch him ofiF, or make remain alike. 

[Theyfght, and all enter the City. 

Enter certain Romans with Spoils. 

I Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 

« Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom^ A murrain on't, I took this for filver. 

[Alarm continues Jlill afar <ff. 
Enter 
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Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius, xuith a Trumpet, 

Mar, See here thefe Movers, that do prize their 
honours 
At a crackM drachm : cufhions, leaden fpoons. 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe flaves. 
Ere yet the fight be done, pack up ; down with them; 
And hark, what noife the General makes ! — to him;*-* 
There is the man of my foul's hate, Aufidius^ 
Piercing our Romans: then, valiant Titus^ take 
Convenient numbers to make good the City ; 
Whilft I, with thofe that have the fpirit, will hafle 
To help Cominius. 

Larti Worthy Sir, thou bleed'ft; 
Thy exercife hath been too violent 
For a fecond courfe of fight. 

Mar, Sir, praife noe not : 
My work hath yet not warra'd me. Fare you well: 
The blood, I drop, is rather phyfical 
Than dangerous to me. 
T Aufidius thus I will appear, and fight. 

Lart. Now the fair Goddefs Fortune 
Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms 
Mifguide thy oppofers' fwords ! bold gentleman f 
Profperity be thy page ! 

Mar, Thy friend no lefs, 
Than thofe flie placcth higheft ! fo, faxcwel. 
, Lart, Thou worthicft Marcius. 
Go, found thy trumpet in the market-place. 
Call thither all the officers o'th' town, 
Where they {hall know our mind. Away. [Epuuni. 

SCENE IX. 

Changes to the Roman Camp, 
Enter Cominius retreating, with Soldieh, 

Ciwi.T5 RE ATHE you, my friends ; well fought ; 
Xj we are come off 

Like 



^ 
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Like Romans^ neither foolifh in our Stands, 
Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me. Sirs, 
We fhall be chfirg'd again. Whiles we have ftruck. 
By interims and conveying gufts, we have heard 
The Charges of our friends. * Ye Roman Gods, 
Lead their fucceffes, as we wifli our own ; [ring. 

That both our Powers, with fmiling fronts encount>> 
May give you thankful facri&ce ! Thy news? 

Enter a Meffinger, 

Mef. The citizens of Corioli have iffued. 
And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle. 
I faw our Party to the trenches driven, 
And then I came away. 

Com. Tho' thou fpeak'ft truth, 
Methinks, thou fpeak'ft not well. How long is't 
fince ? 

Mef. Above an hour, my lord. 

Qm. Tis not a mile : briefly, we heard their drums, 
How coud'ft thou in a mile confound an hour. 
And bring the news fo late ? 

Mef. Spies of the Voifcians 
Held me in chafe, that I was forc'd to wheel 
Three or four miles about ;' elfe had I, Sir, 
Half an hour fince brought my report. 

Enter Marcius. 
Com. Who's yonder. 
That does appear as he were flea'd ? O Gods! 
He has the (lamp of Marcius^ and I have 
Before time feen him thus. 
Mar. Come I. too late? 

Com. The (hepherd knows not thunder from a 
tabor, 

* The Roman Gods 8cc. 

This is an Addrcfs and Invocation to them, therefore W€ fhoijd 
lead, 

■ ■ Yt Roman G^fdu 

Mote 
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More than I know the found o£ Marcius' tongue 
'From every meaner man. 
. Mar. Come I too late? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others. 
But mantled in your own* 

Mar. Oh! let me clip ye 
In arms as found, as when I woo'd; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done, . 
And tapers burnt to bedward. 

Com. Flower of Warriors, 
How is't with Tiius Larlius? 

Mar. As with a man bufied about Decrees ; 
Condemning fome to death, and fome to exile^ 
Ranfoming him, or pitying, threatning th' other; 
Holding Cvrioli in the name o( Rome^ •.. ') \ 

Even like a fawning grey hound in the lealh, ' ."' '" 
To let him flip at will. 

Com, Where is that flave, ?■ 

Which told me, they had beat you to your trenches ? 
Where is he ? call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone, 
He did inform the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
The common file, (a plague ! Tribunes for them I) 
The moufe ne*er Ihun'd the cat, as they did budge 
From rafcals wprfe than they. 

Com. But how prevailed you ? 

Mar. Will the time ferve to tell? I do not think — 
Where is the enemy ? are you lords o' th' field ? 
If not, why ceafe you 'till you are fo ? 

Com. Marcius, we have at difad vantage fought. 
And did retire, to win our purpofe. 

Mar. How lies their batde ? know you on what 
.fide 
They have plac'd their men of truft ? 

Com. As I guefs, Marcius^ 
Their bands i'th vaward are the AntiaUs 
Of their beft truft : o'er them Aufidius^ 
Their very heart of hope. 

Mar. 
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Mar, I do befeech you, 
By all the battles wherein we have fought. 
By th' blood weVe Died together, by the Vows 
WeVe piade to endure ffiends, that you diredly 
Set me againft Aufidius^ and his Antiates ; 
And that you not delay the prefent, but 
Filling the air with fwords advanced, and darts^ 
We prove this very hour. 

Com. Though I could wifh, 
You were conduced to a gentle bath. 
And balms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your afking ; take your choice of thofe. 
That beft can aid your aflion. 

Mar, Thofc are. they,. 
That moft are willing ; If any fuch be here, 
(As it were fin to doy.bt) that love this Painting, 
Wherein you fee me fmearM ; if any fear 
Lefs for his perfon than an ill report : 
If any think, brave death out-weighs bad life. 
And that his Country's dearer than himfelf. 
Let him, alone, (or many, if Cp minded) 
Wave thus, t' exprefs his difpofition. 
And follow Marcius, 

They alljhout, and wave their fwords^ take him up 
in their arms^ and caji up their caps. 
Oh ! me alone, make you a fword of me : 
If tbefe Jhews be naAoutM'ard^ which of you 
But is four Volfcians ? none of you, but is 
Able to bear againft the great Aufidius 
A fhield as .hard as his. A certain number 
(Tho' thanks to all) muft I feled from all : 
The reft fhall bear the bufinefs in fome other fight, 
As caufe will be obey'd ; pleafe you to march. 
And four ftiall quickly draw out my Command, 
Which men are beft inclin'd. 

Com, March on, my fellows : 
Make good this .crflentation, and you fliall 
Divide in all with us. [Exeunt. 

Vol. VIII. B SCENE 
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S G E N E X. 

Changes Jo G o r i o l i. 

Titus Lartius having fei a guard upon Corioli^ going 
with drum and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius 
Marcius \ Enter with a lieutenant^ other foldiers^ and 
a fcout. 

Xar/..QO, let thcJPorts be guarded; keep your duties^ 
O As I have fet them down. If I do fend^ 
difpatch 
Thofe Gentries to our aid ; the reft vvill ferve 
For a (hort holding ; if we lofe the field, 
We cannot keep the town. 
Lieu. Fear not our care. Sir. 
Lart. Hence, and (hut your gates upon^s : 
Our guider, come I to the Roman camp condufl us. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE XL 

Changes to the Roman Camp. 

Alarm^ us in battle. Enter Marcius and Aufidius, 
at Jeveral Poor's. 

Mar. T*LL fight with none but thee, , for I do hate 

X thee 

Worfe than a promife'br«aker. 

Auf. We hate alike : 
Not Afric owns a ferpent I abhor 
More than thy Fame, and envy ; fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the firft budger die the other's (lave. 
And the Gods doom him after ! 

Auf. If I fly, Marcius^ 
Halloo me like a Hare. 

Mar. Within three hours, Tullus, 
Alone I fought in your Corioli walU, 

And 
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And made what work I pleas'd : ^tis not my blood. 
Wherein thou fee'ft me ma{k'*d ; for thy revenge, 
Wrench up thy power to th' higheft. 

Auf, Wert thou the He^r^ 
That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, 
Thou (hould'ft not Tcape me here. 

[Here theyjight^ and certain Volfcians come to tJie 
aid of Aufidius . MRxcins Jlghts^ Uill they b£ 
driven in breathlefs. 
Officious, and not valliant ! — you have (ham'd me 
In your condemned Seconds. 
Flouri/h. Alarm. A retreat is founded. Enter at one 

door, Cominius with the Romans; at another door^ 

Marcius, with his arm in afcarf. 

Com. If I {hould tell thee o'er this thy day's wort 
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it, 
Where Senators Ihall mingle tears with fmiles ; 
Where great Patricians Ihall attend and flirug; 
r th' end, admire ; where ladies (hall be frighted. 
And, gladly quak'd, hear more ; where the dull 

Tribunes, 
That with the fufty Plebeians, hate thine honours. 
Shall fay, againft their hearts, — We thank the Gods, 
Our Bx>me hath fuch a foldier !— 
Yet cam'ft thou to a morfel of this feaft. 
Having fully din'd before. 

Enter Titus Lartius with his Power, from the purfuit. 

Lart, O General, 
Here is the fteed, we the caparifon : 
Hadft thou beheld 

Mar. Pray now, no more: my Mother, 
Who has a charter to extol her blood. 
When fbe does praife me, grieves me : 
1 have done as you have done ; that's, what I can : 
Induc'd, as you have been; that's for my Country.; 
He, that has but efFedled his good will, 
Hath overta'en mine a£l. 

B t Com 
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Com, You (hall not be 
The Grave of your deferving : Rome muft know 
The value of her own : 'twere a concealment 
Worfe than a theft, no lefs than a traducement. 
To hide your Doings ; and to filence that, 
Which, to the fpire and top of praifes vouch'd, 
Would feem but modeft: therefore, I befeech you. 
In fign of what you are, (not to reward 
What you have done,) before our army hear mc. 

Mar. I have fome wounds upon me, and they fmart 
To hear themfelves remembred. 

Com. Should they not. 
Well might they fefter 'gainft ingratitude, 
And tent themfelves with death : Of all the horfes, 
Whereof we have ta'en good, and good florc, of al| 
The treafure in the field atchiev'd, and city. 
We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth, 
Before the common difiribution, ^t 
Your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you. General : 
But cannot make my heart confent to take 
A bribe, to pay my fword: I do refufe it. 
And ftand upon my common part with thofe 
That have beheld the doing. 

A long flour i/h. They all cry^ Marcius, Marcius ! 
cafl up their caps and launces : Cominius and 
L^riiusfland bare, [fane. 

Mar. May thefe fame inftruments, which you pro- 
Never found more ! when drums and trumpets fhall 
* r th' field prove flatterers, let camps, as cities, 

» /, tK field , prove Jiatterersy let Courts and Cities 
Be made all of falje-fac' d Joothing. 
'When Steel growsjojt as the parafites Silk, 

Let him be made an overture for th' wars:-. "] All here is mifer- 

ably corrupt and disjointed. We fhould read the whole thui, 
/ ik field, prove flatterers, let Camps, as Cities^ 
' Be made ofjalfe-facdjoothing I When Steel grows 
Soft as the Parafile's Silk^ let Hymns he made 
An overture for tK Wars I Warb. 

Be 
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6e made of falfe-fac'd foothing ! When fteel grows 
Soft as the parafite^s filk, let Hymns be made 
An overture for th' wars ! — No more, I fay ; 
For that I have not waOi'd my Nofe that bled. 
Or foil'd fome debile wretch, which, without note 
Here's many elfe have done; you (hout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical ; 
As if I lovM, my little fhould be dieted 
In praifes fauc^d with lies. 

Com. Too moded are you : 
More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us, that give you truly : by your patience, 
If 'gainft yourfelf you be incens'd, we'll put you 
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles ; 
Then reafon fafely with you : therefore, be it known. 
As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which, 
My nobl^ fieed, known to the Camp, I give him. 
With all his trim belonging ; and, from this time. 
For what he did before Corioli^ call him. 
With all tlT applaufe and clamour of the Hofl, 
Caius Marcius Coriolanus. Bear th' addition nobly 
ever. [Flouri/h, Trumpets found aiid drums. 

Omnes, Caius Marcius Coriolanus I 

Mar^ I will go wafh : 
And when my face is fair, you fliall perceive 
Whether I blufh or no. Howbeit, 1 thank you. 
I mean to ftride your Steed, and at all time 
To undercreft your good Addition, 
To th' fairnefs of my Power. 

Com. So, to our tent : 
Where, ere we do repofe us^ we will write 
To Rome of our fuccefs : you, Titus Lartius^ 
Muft to Corioli back ; fend us to Rome 
The bcft, wifh whom we may articulate, 
For their own good, and ours. 

Lart. I (hall, my* lord. 

Mar, The Gods begin to mock me: 

B % I, 
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I, that but now refused mod princely gifts,. 
Am bound to beg of my lord General. 

Com. Take't, 'tis yours: whatis't? 

Mar. I fometirae lay here in Corioli^ 
At a poor man's houfe: he us'd me kindly. 
He cry'd to me : I faw him prifoner : 
But then Aufidius was within my view. 
And wrath o'erwhelm'd my pity: I requeft yoa- 
To give my poor Hoft Freedom. 

Com, O well begg'd ! 
Were he the butcher of my fon, he fliould • 
Be free as is the wind; deliver him, Titus. 

Lart. Marcius^ his name? 

Mar, By jfupiter^ forgot :— — * 
I am weary ; yea, my memory is tir^d : 
Have we no wine hef e ? 

Com, Go we to our tcntv 
The blood upon your vifage dries ; 'tis time 
It ihould be look'd to : come. [Exctmt. 

SCENE XII. 

Changes to the Cdmp of the Volfci. 

A Flouri/h. Cornet, Enter Tullus Aufidius bloody, 
with two or three Soldiers^ 

Auf. np H E town is ta'en. 

X Sol. Twill be deliver'd back on good 
condition. 
Auf Condition ! 
I would, I were a Romany for I cannot?. 
Being a Volfcian^ be that I am. Condition? 
What good condition can a treaty find 
r th'.part that is at mercy? Five times, Marcius^ 
I have fought with thee, fo often haft thou beat me: 
And would'ft do fo, fliould we encounter 
As often as we eat. By th' Elements, 
If e'er again I meet him beard to beard, 

He*s 



C ORIQL ANUS. 31 

He^s mine, or I am his: mine emulation 
Hath not that honour in't, it had; for where 
- 1 thought to crufli htm in an equal force, 
True Sword u> Sword; I'll potch at him fome way* 
Or wrath, or craft may get him. 

SoL He's the Devil. 

Auf. Bolder, tho' not fo fubtle : my valour (poi- 
fond, 
With only fuflfering (lain by him) for him 
Shall fly out of itfelf : not fleep nor fanduary^ 
Being naked, fick, nor fane, nor Capitol, 
The prayers of priells, nor times of lacrifice, 
Enbarrments all of fury, (hall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and coAom 'gainft 
My hate to Marcius, Where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother^s guard, even there, 
Againft the hofpitable Canon, would I 
Wafli my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th' city ; 
Learn, how 'tis held : and what they are, that muft. 
Be hofiages for Rame% 

SoL Will not you'goi? 

Auf. I am attended at thecyprefs grove. I pray you^ 
(Tis South the city-mills) bring me word thither 
How the world goes, that to the pace of it 
I may fpur on my journey. 

SoL IfhalL, Sir. [Efceunt. 



ACT IL SCENE I 

ROME. 

Enter Menenius, with Sicinius and Brutus* 

M E N R N I U S. 

H £ Augur tells me, we ihall have news to 
nights 
Bru. Good or bad ^' 

Meiu 
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Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, 
for they love not Marcius. 

Sic> Nature teaches Beafts to know their friends'. 

Man. Pray you, whom does the wolf love? 

Sic, The lamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians 
would the noble Marcius. 

Bru. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men, He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 
You are two old men, tell me one thing that I Ihall 
afk you. 

Both, Well, Sir; 

Men, In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you 
two have not in abundance ? ^ 

Bru, He's poor in no one fault, but ftor'd with all. 

Sic, Efpecially, in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boafling. 

Men. This is ftrange now; do you two know how 
you are cenfurM here in the city, I mean of us o* 
th' right hand file, do you ? 

Bru. Why, — how are we cenfurM ? 

Men. Becaufe you talk of pride now, will you not 
be angry? 

Both. Well, well. Sir, well. 

Men. Why, 'tis no great matter; for a very little 
thief of occafion will rob you of a great deal of pa- 
tience: — give your defpoutions the reins, and be an- 
gry at your pleafures ; at the leaft, if you take it as a 
pleafure to you, in being fo : — you blame Marcius 
for being proud. 

Bru. We do it not alone, Sir. 

Men. I know, you can do very little alone ; for 

your helps are many, orelfeyour aftions would grow 

wondrous Gngle ; your abilities are too infant-like, 

for doing much alone. You talk of pride — oh, that 

you could turn your eyes towards the napes, of your 

necks, and make but an interiorfurvey af your good 

felves! Oh, that you could! 

^ Bru. 
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Bru. What then. Sir? 

Men, Why, then you fhould difcover a brace of as 
unnieriting, proud, violent, tefty magiftrates, alias, 
fools, as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius^ you are known well enough too. 

Men. I am known to be a humorous Patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of 
allaying Tiber in't : faid tobefomething imperfcft, in 
favouring the firft complaint; hafty and tinder-like, 
upon too trivial motion : one thatconverfcs more with 
the buttock of the night, than with the forehead of 
the morning. What I think, I utter; and fpend my 
malice in my breath. Meeting two fuch weals-men as 
you are, (I cannot call you Lycurgtiffes) if the drink 
you give me touch my palate adverfly, I make a 
crooked face at it. I can't fay, your Worfliips have 
delivered the matter well, when I find the afs in com- 
pound with the major part of your fyllables ; and tho' 
I muft be content to bear with thofe, that fay, you 
are reverend grave men; yet they lie deadly, that 
tell you, you have good faces ; if you fee this in the 
map o'f my microcfom, follows it, that I am known 
well enough too? what harm can your * biflbn Con- 
fpeftuities glean out of this charader, if I be known 
well enough too? 

Bru. Gome, Sir, come, we know you well enough. 
• Men. You know neither me, yourfelves, nor any 
thing ; you are ambitious for poor knaves' caps and 
legs : you were out a good wholefome forenoon, in 
hearing a Caufe between an orange- wife and a foffet- 
fcUer, and then adjourn a controverfy of three-pence 
to a fecondday of audience.— When you are hearing 
a matter between party and party, if you chance to be 
pinch'd with the colic, you makcfaceslike mummers, 
let up the bloody flag againft all patience, and, in 
roaring for a chamber-pot, difmifs the controverfy 
bleeding, the more intangled by your hearing: all 

* tifon. (blind) fpclt right by Mr. theohald. 

the 
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the peace you make in their caufe, is calling both 
the parties knaves. You are a pair of ftrange qnes* 

Bru. Come, come, you are well underftood to be- 
a perfefter gyber of the Table, than a ncceflary 
bencher in the Capitol. 

Men, Our very priefts muft become moekers, if 
they {hall encounter fuch ridiculous fubje£ls as you 
are ; when you fpeak bed unto the purpofe, it is not 
worth the wagging of your beards; and your beards 
dcferve not fo honourable a Grave, as to ftuflf a 
botcher's cufliion, or to be intomb'd in anafs's pack- 
faddle. Yet. you muft be faying, Manius hipvoud \ 
who, in a cheap eftimation, is worth all your prede- 
cefTors, fince Deucalion; though, peradventure, fome 
of the bcft of them were hereditary hangmen. Good- 
e'en to your Worfliip§ ; more of your converfation 
would infed my brain, being the herdfmen of beaftly 
Plebeians. I will be bold to take my leave of you, 

[Brutus and Sicinius ^an^i ajide, 

SCENE II. 

As Menenius is going out^ Enter Valumnia, Virgilia, 

and Valeria. 
How now my (as fair ^as noble) ladies, and the moon, 
were fhe earthly, no nobler-, whither do. you follow 
your eyes^ fo fatt? 

Vol, Honourable Menenius^ my boy Marcius ap- 
proaches; for the love of Juno, let's go.. 
■ Men, Ha ! Marcius coming home ? 

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius, and with moft profpe- 
rous approbation. 

Men, Take my Cup, Jupiter , and I thank thee-^ 
hoo, Marcius coming home I 

Both, Nay, 'tis true. 

Vol, Look here's a letter from him, the State hatb 
another, his wife, another; and, I think, there's one 
at home for you. 

Men- 
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Men. I will make mjrvery houfe reel to nigEt : A 
letter for me I 

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I faw't. 

Men. A letter for me ! it gives me an eftate of fe- 
ven years' health; in which time I will make a lip at 
the phyfician; the moft fovereign prefcription in Ga- 
len is but Emperic, and to this prefervative of no bet- 
ter report than a horfe-drench. Is he not wouhded ? 
he was v^^ont to come home wounded. 

Vir. Oh, no, no, no. 

Vol. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for't. 

Men. So do I too, if he be not too much; brings 
a' viSory in his pocket ? the wounds become him. 

Vol. On's brows, Menenius ; he comes the third 
rime home with the oaken garland. 

Men. Hath he difciplinM Aujidius foundly ? 

Vol. Titus Lariius writes, they fought together, but 
Aujidius got off. 

Men. And 'twas time for him too, Til warrant him 
that : if he had ftaid by him, I would not have beett 
fo fidius'd for all the cbefts in Corioli, and the gold 
that's in them. Is the Senate poflcft of this ? 

Vol. Good ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes : the Se- 
nate has letters from the General, wherein he gives my 
fon the whole name of the war: he hath in this 
adion outdone his forme!r deeds doubly. 

VaL In troth, there's wondrous things fpoke ofhim. 

Men. Wondrous ! ay, 1 warrant you, and not with- 
out his true purchafing. 

Vir. The Gods grant them true I 

Vol. True ? pow, waw. 

Men True ? I'll be fworn, they are true. . Where 
is he woundei ? — ^God fave your good Worlhips ; 
Marcius is coming home ; he has more caufe to be 
proud : — whef e is he wounded ? [To the Tribunes. 

Vol. Y th' fhoulder, and i' th' left arm ; there will 
be large cicatrices to fhew the people, when he Ihall 

ftand 
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and for his place. He receiv'd in the repulfe of 
Tarquin feven hurts i' th' body. 

Men, One i th' neck, and one too i' th' thigh ; 
there's nine, that I know. 

Vol. He had, before this laft expedition, twenty five 
wounds upon him. 

Men. Now 'tis twenty feven ; every gafli was an 
enemy's Grave. Hark, the trumpets. 

[AJhout and Jiourijh. 

Vol. Thefe are the ufliers of Marcius; before him 
he carries noife, and behind him he leaves tears : 
Death, that dark Spirit, in's nervy arm doth lie ; 
Which being advanced, declines, and then men die. 

SCENE III. 

Trumpets found. Enter Cominius the General^ and 
Titus Lartius ; between them Coriolanus crowned 
with an oaken garland, with Captains and foldierSy 
and a herald, 

Her,T7' NOW, Rome, that all alone AfamttJ did fight 
J[^ . Within Corioir gates, where he hath won. 
With fame, a name to Caius Marcius. 
Welcome to Rome^ renowned Coriolanus ! 

[Sound, Flouri/h, 

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 
Pray now, no more. 

Com. Look, Sir, your mother—: 

Cor. Oh ! 
You have, I know, petitioned all the Gods 
For my profperity. [Kneels^ 

Vol. Nay, my good foldier, up : 
My gehtle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
By deed-atchieving honour newly nam*d, 
What is it, Coriolanus, muft I call thee ? 
But oh, thy wife 

Cor» My gracious fiknce, hail! 

Would'ft 
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Would'ft thou have laiigh'd, had I come coffin'd 

home, • 
That weep'ft to fee me triumph? ah, my Dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack fons. 

Men, Now the Gods crown thee ! 

Cor. And live you yet ? O my fweet Lady, pardon. 

[To Valeria. 

Vol. 1 know not where to turn. O welcome home ; 
And welcome. General ! y'are welcome all. 

Men. A hundred thoufand welcomes: I ccTuldweep, 
And I could laugh, Fm light and heavy! wel- 
come ! 
A curfe begin at very root on's heart. 

That is not glad to fee thee. You are three, 

That Rome fliould dote on: yet, by the faith of men, 
WeVe fome old crab-trees here at home, that will not 
Be grafted to your reliflb. Welcome, Warriors ! 
We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com, Ever right. 

Cor, AUnefiius, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Your hand, and yours. 
Ere in our own houfe I do fhade my head. 
The good Patricians muft be vifited ; 
From whom I have received not only Greetings, 
But, with them, Change of honours. 

Vol. I have lived. 
To fee inherited my very wifties. 
And buildings of ray fancy ; only one thing 
Is wanting, which, I doubt not, but our Rome 
Will caft upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good Mother, I 
Had rather be their fervant in my way. 
Than fway with them in theirs. 

Com. On, to the Capitol. Eouri/k. Cornets. 

[Exeunt in State^ as before. 
SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Brutus, and Sicinius, come forward'. 

Bru, ALL tongues fpeak of bim, and the bleared 

jfjL fights 

Are fpe&acled to fee ^im. Your pratling nurfe 
Into a rapture lets her Baby cry, 
While (he chats bim: the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richeft lockram 'bout her rcechy neck, [dows,.- 
Glambring the walls to eye him ; (talis, bulk, win- 
Are fmother'd up, leads fiH'd, and ridges hors'd 
With variable complexions; all agreeing 
In earneftnefs to fee him : feId-(hown Flamins 
Do prefs among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar ftation ; our veiFd dames 
Commit the Ware of white and damalk, in 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to th' wanton fpoil 
Of Phabus* burning kiffes ; fuch a pother, 
Afr if that whatfoever God, who leads him^ 
Were flily crept into his human powers. 
And gave him graceful pofture* 

Sic^ On the fudden, 
I warrant him Conful. 

Bru, Then our Office may, 
During his Power, go fleep. 

Sic, He cannot ten^'rately tranfport his honours^, 
Fiom where he fliould begin and end, but will 
Lofe thofe he hath won. 

Bru, In That there's cbmfart. 

Sic. Doubt not, 
The Commoners, for whom we ftand, but they, - 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget, 
With the leaft caufe, thefe his new honours ; whkb 
That he will give, make I as little queftion 
As he is proud to do't. 

Bru. 1 heard him fwear. 
Were he to fland for Conful, never would he 

Appear 
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Appear i'th' market-place, nor on him put 
The naplefs Vefture of Humility ; 
Nor fhewing, as the manner is, his wounds 
To th' people, beg their ftinking breaths. 

Sic. 'Tis right. 

Bru. It was his word : oh, he would mifs it, rather 
Than carry it, but by the fuito'th' Gentry, 
And the defire o'th' Nobles. 

Sic, I wifli no better. 
Than have him hold that purpofe, and to put it 
In execution. 

Bru. 'Tis mod like, he will. 

Sic. It {hall be to him then, as out goodwills, 
A fare deftruftion. 

Bru. So it muft fall out 
To him, or our authorities. For an end, ' 

We mull fuggeft the people, in what hatred 
He ftill hath held them ; that to^s power he would 
Have made them mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, and 
Difpropeny'd their freedoms : holding them. 
In human a&ion and capacity. 
Of no more foul nor fitnefs for the world. 
Than camels in their war ; who have their provender 
Only for bearing burdens, and fore blaws 
For finking under them. 

Sic. This, as you fay, fuggefled 
At fome time, when his foaring infolence 
Shall reach the people, (which time fliall not want, 
If he be put upon't ; and that's as eafy. 
As to fet dogs on (heep) will be the fire 
To kindle their dry ftubble ; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 

Enter a Mejfeng$r.r 

Bru. What's the matter? 

Mef. You're fent for to the Capitol : 'tis thought. 
That Marcius fliall be Conful: I have fcen 
The dumb men throng to fee him, and the blind 

To 
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To hear him fpeak ; the Matrons flung their gloves. 
Ladies and Maids their fcarfs and handkerchiefs. 
Upon him as he pafs'd ; the Nobles bended, 
As to Jove s Statue ; and the Commons made 
A fliower and thunder with their caps and Ihouts : 
I never faw the like. 

Bru, Let's to the Capitol, 
And carry with us ears and eyes for th' time, 
But hearts for the event. 

Sic. Have with you. [ExeunU 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to the Capitol. 

Enter two Officers^ to lay cuJJiions. 

1 O^./^OME, come, they are almoft here; how 
V->* many fland for Confulfliips? 
2 Off. Three, they fay ; but 'tis thought of every 
one, Coriolamis will carry.it. 

1 Off. That's a brave Fellow^, but he's vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common People, 

2 Off. 'Faith, there have been many great Men that 
have flatter'd the People, who ne'er lov'd them ; and 
there be many that they have loved, they know not 
wherefore ; fo th^t, if they love they know not why, 
they hate upon no better a ground. Therefore, for 
Coriolanus neither to care whether they love, or hate 
him, manifefts the true knowledge he has in their dif- 
pofition, and out of his noble careleflhefs lets them 
plainly fee't. 

1 Off If he did not care whether he had their love 
or no, he wav'd indifferently 'twixt doing them 
neither good, nor harm: but he feeks their hate 
with greater devotion than they can render it him; 
and leaves nothing undone, that may fully difcover 
him their oppofite. Now to feem to affefl the 
malice and difpleafure of the People, is as bad as 

That, 
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That, which he diflikes, to flatter them for their 
love. 

2 Off, He hath deferved worthily of his Country: 
and his afcent is not by fuch eafy degrees as thofe, who 
have beenfupple and courteous to the People; bon- 
netted, without any further deed to heave them at all 
into their eftimation and report : but he hath fo plant- 
ed his honours in their eyes, and his adions in their 
hearts, that for their toagues to be filent, and not 
confefs fo much, were a kind of ingrateful injury; to 
report otherwife, were a malice, that, giving itfelf the 
lie, would pluck reproof and rebuke from ev'ry ear 
that heard it. 

1 Off, No more of him, he is a worthy Man : make 
way, they are coming. 

SCENE VI. 

Inter the Patricians^ and the Tribunes of the People^ 
Lidors before them; Gcriolanus, Menenius, Comi- 
nius the Conful : Sicinius and Brutus take their places 
by themfelves. 

Men. T T AV I N G determin'd of the Fo/rf^nj, and 

XJL To fend for Titns Lartius^ it remains. 
As the main point of this our after-meeting. 
To gratify his noble fervice, that 
Hath thus flood for his Country- Therefore,pleafeyoa, 
Moft reverend and grave Elders, to delire 
The prefent Conful, and laft General, 
In our well-found fucceffes, to report 
A little of that worthy Work performM 
By CaiiLS Marcius Coriolanus ; whom 
We met here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himfelf. 

I Sen. Speak, good Cominius ; 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think. 
Rather our State's defeAive for requital. 
Than we to ftretch it out. Matters o'th' People, 

We 
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We do requeft your kindeft car; and, after. 
Your loving motion toward the common Body,^ 
To yield what pafles here. 

Sic. We are convented 
Upon a pleafing Treaty ; and have heartg 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The Theme of our Affembly. 

Bru. Which the rather 
We (hall be bleft to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the People, than 
He hath hitherto priz'd them at« 

Men. That's off, that's off: 
I would, you rather had been filent j pleafe yott 
To hear Cominius fpeak ? 

Bru. Moft willingly : 
But yet my caution was more pertinent, 
Than the rebuke you give it* 

Men. He loves your People, 
But tye him not to be their bed- fellow : 
Worthy Cominius^ fpeak. 

[Coriolanus rifes^ and offers to go away* 
Nay, keep your place. 

I Sen. Sit, Coriolanus; never Ihame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honours' pardon : 
I had rather have my wounds to heal again^ 
Than hear fay, how I got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope, 
My words dif-bench'd you not ? 

Cor. No, Sir; yet oft. 
When blows have made me fiay, I fled -from words. 
You footh not, therefore hurt not : but your people^ 
I love them as they weigh 

Men, Pray now, fit down. 

Cor, I had rather have one fcratch my head i' th' 
Sun, 
When the Alarm were ftruck, than idly fit 
To hear my Nothings monfter'd.. [Exit Coriolanus. 

Men.^ 
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Men. Mafters of the People, 
Your multiplying fpawn how can he flatter. 
That's thoufand to one good one? when you fee. 
He had rather venture all his limbs for honour^ 
Than one ofs ears to hear't. Proceed, Cominius^ 

Com. I {hall lack voice : the Deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not Be utter'd feebly. It is held. 
That valour is the chiefeft virtue, and 
Mofl dignifies the Haver: if it be, 
The Man, I fpeak of, cannot in the world 
Be fingly counter-pois'd. At fixteen years. 
When Tarquin made a head for Rome^ he fought 
Beyond the mark of others : our then Di£tator, 
Whom with all praife I point at, faw him fight,. 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The bridled lips before him : he bedrid 
An o'er-pred Roman, and i' th' Conful's view- 
Slew three Oppofers : Tarquiris felf he met, 
And druck him on his knee : in that day's feats. 
When he might aft the Woman in the Scene, 
He prov'd th' bed Man i'th' field, and for his meed 
Was brow bound with the oak. His pupil-age 
Man-entred thus, he waxed like a Sea; 
And, in the brunt of feventeen battles fince. 
He lurcht all fwords o' th' garland. For this laft. 
Before and in Corioli, let me fay, 
I cannot fpeak him home : he dopt the fliers. 
And by his rare example made the coward 
Turn terror into fport. As waves before 
A veflel under fail, fo Men obey'd. 
And fell below his dern : his fword, (death's dan}p) 
Where it did mark: it took from face to foot: 
He was a thing of blood, whofe every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd 
The mortal Gate o'th' City, which he painted 
With fliunlefs dcdiny : aidlefs came off, 
And with a fudden re-enforcement druck 
Corioli^ like a planet. Nor all's this ; 

For 
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For by and by the din of war 'gan pierce 
His ready fenfe, when Itraight his doubled fpirit 
Requicken'd what in flcfh was fatigate. 
And to the battle came he \ where he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
*Twere a perpetual fpoil; and 'till we calPd 
Both Field and City ours, he never flood 
To eafc his breaft with panting. 

Me7i. Worthy Man ! 

I Sen. He cannot but with meafurefit the Honours, 
Which we devife him. 

Com. Ourfpoils he kick'd at. 
And look'd upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o'th' world : he covets lefs 
Than Mifery itfelf would give, rewards 
His deeds with doing them * and is content 
To fpend his time — 

Men. To end it, He's right Noble. 
Let him be called for. 

Sen, Call Coriolanus. 

Off, He doth appear. 

Enter Coriolanus. 

Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 
To make thee Conful. 

Cor. I do owe them ftill 
My life, and fervices. 

Men. It then remains, 
That you do fpeak to th' People. 

Cor. I befeech you, 
Le| me o'er-leap that Ciiftom ; for I cannot 

« Com' ■ a nd is content 

to fpend his time to end it. 
Men. Hes right noble*] The laft Words of Coininius\ Speech 
are altogether unintelligible. Shake/pear, I fuppofe, wrote the 
PafTage thus, 

and is content 
to fpend his tim e • < 

Men. to end it, Hes right noble. - Warb. 

Put 
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Put on me the Gown, ftand naked, and entreat them, 
For my wound's fake, to give their fuffrages : 
Pleafe you, that I may pafs this doing. 

Sic, Sir, the People muft have their voices, 
Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony. 

Men. Put them not to't : pray, fit you to the Cuftom, 
And take t'ye, as your Predeceilors have, 
Your Honour with your form. 

Con It is a Part 
That I (hall bluih in ailing, and might well 
Be taken from the People. 

Bru* Mark you That? 

Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, — and thus,<^ 
Shew them th' unaking fears, which I would hide. 
As if I had receiv'd them for the hire 
Of their breath only 

Men, Do n^jt Hand upon't: 

We recommend t'ye', Tribunes of the People, 
Our purpofe to them, andto our noble Conful 
WiQi we all joy and honour. 

Sen. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 

[Flouri/h Cornet. Then Exeunt. 

Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru. You fee, how he intends to ufe the People. 

Sic. May they perccive's intent i he will require 
As if he did contemn what he requefted [them. 

Should be in them to give. 

Bru. Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here : on th' market place, 
1 know, they do attend us. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to the Forum. 
Enter /even or eight Citizens. 
CiV./^NCE, if he do require our voices, wc 
V-/ ought not to deny him. 

8 Cit. 
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s Cit. We may, Sir, if we will. 

3 Cit, We have Power in ourfelves to do it, but it 
is a Power that we have no Power to do; for if he 
fhews us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are ro 
put our tongues into thofc wounds, and fpeak for 
them : fo, if he tells us his noble deeds, we muft alfo 
tell him our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude 
is monftrous ; and for the multitude to be ingrateful, 
were to make a monfter of the multitude; of the 
which, we being Members, fliould bring ourfelves to 
be monfirous Members. 

I CU. And to make us no better thought of, a little 
lielp will ferve : for once, when We flood up about 
the Corn, he himfelf iluck not to call us the many- 
headed Monfter. 

3 Cit. We have been call'd fo of many ; not that 
our heads are fome brown, fome black, feme auburn, 
fome bald; but that our wits are fo diverfly coloured ; 
and truly, I fhink, if all our wits were to iflue out of 
one fcull, they would fly Eaft, Weft, North, South ; 
and their confent of one dired way would be at once 
to all Points o'th^ Gompafs. 

s Cit. Think you fo ? which way, do you judge, 
my wit would fly ? - 

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not fo foon out as ano- 
ther roan's^ will, 'tis ftrpngly wedgM up in a block- 
head : but if it were at liberty, 'twould, fure, fouth- 
ward. 

8 Cit. Why that way ? 

3 Cit. To lofe itfelf in a fog ; where being three 
parts melted away with rotten dews the fourth would 
return for confcience fake, to help to get thee a Wife. 

1 Cit. Youai:e never without your tricks you 

v«iay, you may 

3 Cit, Are you all refolved to give your voices ? 
but that's no matter, the greater part carries it. I fay, 
if he would incline to the People, there was never a 
Aivi)x:thier.Man. 

EfUer 
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Enter Coriolanus in a Gown with Menenius. 

Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility ; mark 
his behaviour: we are not to ftay all together, but to 
come by him where he ftands, by one's, by two's, and 
by three's. He's to make his requefts by particulars, 
wherein every one of us has a Cngle honour, in giving 
him our own voices with our own tongues : there- 
fore follow me, and I'll direil you how you Ihall go 
by him. 

AIL Content, content. 

Mm. Oh, Sir, you are not right ; have you not 
known. 
The worthieft Men have done't? 

Cor. What muft I fay ? 

I pray. Sir, plague upon't, I cannot bring 

My tongue to fuch a pace ! Look, Sir, — my wounds-— 
I got them in my Country's fervice, when 
Some certain of your Brethren roar'd, and ran 
From noife of our own drums. 

Men. Oh me, th^ Gods ! 
You rauft not fpeak of that; you muft defire them 
To think upon you. 
- Cor. Think upon me? hang 'em. 
I would, they would forget me, like the Virtues 
Which our Divines lofc by 'em. 

Men. You'll mar all. 
I'll leave you : pray you, fpeak to 'em, I pray you. 
In wholefome manner. [Exit. 

Citizens approach. 

Cor. Bid them walh their faces, 
And keep their teeth clean. — So, here comes a brace-: 
You know the caufe. Sirs, of my ftanding here. 

1 Cit. We do, Sir; tell us what hath brought you 
to't. 

Cor. Mine own defert. 

8 Cit. Your own defert ? 
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Cor. Ay, not mine own deGre. 

I Cit. How ! not your own defire ? 

Cor. No, Sir, 'twas never my defire yet to trouble 
the Poor with begging. 

I Cit. You muft think, if we give you any thing, 
we hope to gain by you- 

Cor. Well then, 1 pray, your price o'th' Confulfliip? 

I O*/. The price is, to aflc it kindly. 

Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray, let me ha't : I have wounds 
to ftiew you, which fliall be yours in private : your 
good voice. Sir ; what fay you? 

8 Cit. 'ion (hall ha't, worthy Sir. 

Cor. A match, Sir; there's in" all two worthy voices 
begg'd : I have your alms, adieu. 

I Cit. But this is fomething odd. 

« Cit, An 'twere to give again : — but 'tis no matter. 

[Exeunt. 

Two other Citizens. 

Cor, Pray you now, if it may fland with the tune 
of your voices, that I may be Conful, I have he<rc 
the cuftomary Gown. 

I Cit. You have deferved nobly of your Country, 
and you have not deferved nobly. 

Cor. Your aenigma. 

1 Cit. You have been a fcourge to her enemies; 
you have been a rod to her friends ; you have ftot, in- 
deed, loved the common People. 

£or. You fliould account me the more virtuous, 
that I have not been common in my love : I will. Sir, 
flatter my fworn Brother, the People, to earn a dearer 
eflimation of them; 'tis a condition they account 
gentle : and fince the wifdom of their choice is rather 
to have my cap than my heart, I will pradife the in- 
finuating nod, and be off to them mofl counterfeitly ; 
that is, Sir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment of fome 
popular Man, and give it bountifully to the Defires : 
therefore, befeech you, 1 may be Conful., 

2 Cit. 
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2 Cit. We hope to find you our Friend ; and there- 
fore give you our voices heartily. 

I Cit, You have received many wounds for your 
Country. 

Cor. I will not feal your kndwiedge with (hewing 
them. I will make much of your voices, and fo 
trouble you no further. 

Both. The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily ! \Exeunt. 

Cor, Moft fweet voices 

Better it is to die, better to ftarve. 
Than crave the hi¥e, whifchfirft we do deferve. 
Why in this woolvilh Gown (hould I ftand here, 
To beg of Hob and IHck^ that do appear, 
Their needlefs Vaucher? Guftom calls the t6*t — - 
What Cuftom wills in all things, (hould we do't, 
Tlie duft on antique time would lie nnfw*ef)t. 
And mountainous error be too highly heapt. 

For truth to o'er-peen-^ Rather than fool it fo. 

Let the high Office and the Honour go - 

To one that would do thus. — I am half through ; 

The one part fuffer'd, the other will Ldciv 

Three Citizens more. 
Here come more voice. 

Your voices for your voices I have fought, 

Watch'd for your voices; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen and odd : battles thrice fix 
Fve feen, and heard of: for your voices, have 

Done many things, fome lefs, fome more: your 

voices : • 

Indeed, I would4)e Conful. 

I Cit, He has done nobly^ and cannot go without 
any honeft man^s voice. 

s Cit. Therefore let him be Conful, the Gods give 
him joy, and make him a good friend to the People. 

All. Amen, amen. God fave thee, noble Conful. 

[Exeunt. 

Cor, Worthy voices ! 

Vol. VIII. C EnUr 
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Enter Mcnenius,'w//A Brutas and Sichuxis. 

Endue you with the people's voice. Remaii^s^ . > 
That iii< ih- Afii^iai iXw^ks. iov«fte|i.t.ypu, : ; . > 
Aqon to niecttJie.Sei^a^, 

Cor, Is this done ? 

Sic, The Cuftp<n of R^qiieft yohu have difcharg'd^ 
The people do adoiit yoa» and are. fumi^qn'd' 
To meet anon, upon ypur approbation. , , 

Car. 'Vyhere ? at the'S^nate-houfo ? . ^ . 

Sic There, CorifilanHS* . . ) . ^ 

Cor. May Ichangic fhQfe;:ga;i^n^^<^ ^ . . 

5ic* You-may, Sir, , < . . ' {raffaiu. 

Cor, That rii flraight do: and, kisowing myfeU' 
Repair to tV. Seaatc-bouf^. .,,,,. ^ ,•, . 

Mm. ril keep you compapy. M^iU y<HA aiong ? 

Bru,. >V^ ftay l^^re ffer jjie pcppie. ^ o (. i : : 

Sic. Fare you -WfoU, • .[i;xfi4«/ GQr4^1#!^?*^«Irte». 

He has it now, and by his looks, methinks, 

'Tis warm at's heart. ^ ' ' • 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 
His humble Weedsj will you difaiifsf the ptopi© ? 

Enter Ttebeians. ' ' . 

- Sic. How no w^.a)y:TOa;fti9r^ h^ye you qboft this, poan ? 
I C//. He has our Voices, Sir. 
Bru. We pray the Gods,.hemaydrferve our loves! 
s Cit. Amen, 3ir : to my poor unworthy notice. 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd ouj vqiqfis. 
3i Cit. Cjcrtainly b^flojitod. us> dowfir"gbt. 
,1 Cii^ No, 'ti$ hiskinci Qf,fpeecb%h§4i(inot:P)ockus. 
.iStCiA Noiof^e ampQgft ijis,. faveyou;rfeHb.9t ftys, 
H^vy^d us fcornfully: he fhould have fliew'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds rccciv'd fot's Country. 

Sic. 
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5/c. Why, fo he did, I am furc. 

All. No, no man faw 'em. 

3 Cit. He faid, he'd wounds, which he could {hew* 
in private ; 
And with his cap, thus waving it in fcora^ ' '^ 

I would be Confuli, fays her aged Cnftdray 
But- by your voices*, wiil-not fo permit me ; 
Your voices therefone : when we granted that. 

Here was 1 thank you for your voices—* thank 

you : '' 

Your moft fweet voices— i*— now you have left you=r*- 

voices, 
I have nothing tsixxhtt With youi Wa'n^t this 
mockery ? 

Sic. Why, either, were yau ignorant to fee't? 
Or, feeing it, of fttch dtildiflr friendiinefs 
To yield your voices ? 

Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you wore Icflbn'd ; when he had no Power, 
But was a petty fervant to the State,- 
He was your enemy ; ftili fpake againft • 
Your liberties^ and charters that you bear 
Tth' body of the weal : and now arriving 
At place of potency, and fway o'th' State» 
If he fliould fiill malignantly remain' 
Faft foe to the Plebeians, your voices might 
Be curfes to yourfelves. You (houtd have faid. 
That as his 'worthy deeds did claim no iefs 
Than what he flood for ; fo bis gracious iSlature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Tranflate his malice tow'rds you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic. Thus to have faid. 
As you were fore-ad vis'd, had touch'd his fpirit, 
And try'd his inclination ; from him pluckt 
Either his gracious promife, which you might. 
As caufe had calFd you lip, have held him to ; 
Or elfe it. would have gali'd his furly nature ; 

G 8 Which 



5^ CORIOLANUS. 

Which cafily endures not article. 
Tying him to aught ; fo putting him to rage. 
You fliould have ta'n th' advantage of his choler, 
And pafs'd him unele^led. 

Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did folicit you in free contempt. 
When he did need your loves ? and do you think. 
That his contempt mall not be bruiGng to you. 
When he hath power to crufli ? why, had your bodies 
No heart among you ? or had you tongues, to cry 
Againft the redorfhip of judgment ? 

Sic. Have you. 
Ere now, deny'd the afker? and, now again 
On him that did not alk, but mock, beftow 
Your fu'd-for tongues ? 

3 Cit. He's not confirmed, we may deny him yet« 

9 Cit, And will deny him : 
ril have five hundred voices of that found. 

I Cit. . I, twice five hundred, and their friends to 
piece 'em. 

Bru. Get you hence in{lanily,and tell thofe friends, 
They've chofe a Conful that will from them take 
Their Liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs that are as often beat for barking. 
As therefore kept to do fo. 

Sic. Let them affemble ; 
And on a fafer Judgment all revoke 
Your ignorant eledion : enforce his Pride, 
And his old hate to you : befides, forget not, 
With what contempt he wore the humble Weed: 
How in his fuit he fcorn'd you : but your loves, 
Thinking upon his fervices, took from you 
The apprehcnfion of his prefcnt portapce ; 
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did fathion 
After th' inveterate hate he bears to you. 

Bru. Nay, lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, that 
We labotir'd (no impediment between) 
Sut that you muft caft your eledion on him. 

Sic. 
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Sie. Say, you chofe hiro, more after our com- 
mandment. 
Than guided by your own afiedions ; 
And that your minds, pre-occupied with what 
You rather muft do, than what you fhould do. 
Made you againft the grain to voice him Conful. 
Lay the fault on us. 

Bru. Ay, fpare us not: fay, we read lectures to you. 
How youngiy he began to ferve his Country, 
How long continued ; and what dock he fprings of. 
The noble Houfe of Marcius ; from whence came 
Tliat Ancus Marcius^ JVwma's daughter's fon. 
Who, after great Hojtilius^ here was King : , 

Of the fame houfe Publius and Quintus were. 
That our beft water brought by conduits hither. 
And Cenforinus^ darling of the people, 
(And nobly namM fo for twice being Genfor) 
Was his great Anceftor. 

Sic. One thus deicended. 
That hath befide well in his perfon wrought 
To be fct high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances ; but you have found. 
Scaling his prefent Bearing with his paft. 
That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your fudden approbation. 

Bru, Say, you ne'er had don't, 
(Harp on that ftill) but by our putting on; 
And prefently, when you have drawn your number. 
Repair to th' Capitol. 

All. We will fo ; almoft all repent in their ele^lion. 

[Exeunt Flebeians. 

Bru. Let them go on : 
This mutiny were better put in hazard. 
Than ftay pad doubt for greater : 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 
With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer 
The vantage of his anger, 

Sk* To th* Capitol, come; 

C 3 Wc 
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Wc will ba th^e before t.he dream o'th' people :' 
And this fhall iccm, as partly 'tis, their own, 
, Which we have goaded onward. [EMuni* 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

A public- Street in Rome. 

Comets* Enter GorioUnus, Menenius, CoviiniuSt 

Titus Lanius, and other Senatcrs^ 

CORIOLANUS.. 

nr'ULLUS Aufidius then had made new head ? 

-^ Lart. He had, my lord ; and that it was, v.hich 

Our fwifter compofition. [caused 

Cor. So then the Voljcians (land but as at firft, 
Ready, when time ihall prompt them, to make road 
Upon's again. 

Com, They're worn, Lord Conful, fo, 
That we iball hafdiy in our ages Xee 
Their Banners wave again. 

Ccr, Saw you Aufidius? 

Lent. On fafe^guard he came to me, aud did curfe 
Againft the Volcians^ for they had fo vilely 
Yielded the Town; he is retired to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me? 

Lart. He did, my Lord. 

Cor. How.?-. whit? 

Lart. How often he had met you, fwordto fwordt* 
That of all things upon the earth be hated 
Youjr pcrfon moft : that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopelefs reftitution;, fo he might 
Be caird your vanquifh^r. 

Cor. At Antium lives hjs? 

Lart. At Antium. 

Cor, f./wifb^ I had a c.^.ufeto feck him there; 
To oppofe his hatred fully. — Welcomje home. 

[To Lartius. 
Enter 
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Efiier^ Siciniui and Brutus. 

i Behold ! tbcCe are the Tribunes of the pcoTplc, 
I Thetongnei o'th'comnjon jmouth i Jdo defpife theni ; 
Eof the^xcdD^prank'tfaem m authority 
Againft all noble fuiFerance. 
Sic, Pafs no further. 

Cor. Hah ! -What is that !-: 

Bru. It ^v3ll be daiageroas :to:go on^ — no further, 
C(7r.' What makes this change? . ' / 

M^n, .The iiratiet? ' ' ,.«,.' 
Ccm. Hath he nottpaCi'd the Nobles and the Com- 
mons ? .'.«];• 1. • 

Bur. Cominius^ no. 

Cor. Have I had-cbiklrensV voices ? -. 

Sen. Tribunes, give way; he fhall toth' market 
place. • . >i! • .. 

jBrf^. The pedple^apt inceas'd ai^aixlftihim. 

Sic. Stop, . K ,. ) ,; 

Or all will fall in broil. '• : 

Cor. Are thefe your betd:?: .ir. ; 
Muft thefe have voices, that c»n yield thetn now. 
And ftraight difclaira their ttm^v^s? what are your 

offices-? - .'. 
You heitig their months^ why rule yottn^ th«ir teeth? 
Have you not'fct them on? - 

Men. Be calm, be oal«»; . r ♦ i 

Cor. It is apurpos'd xhing,-aild grows -by plot, 
To curb the will of ^he Nobility : ' : 

Suffer't, and live with fuch as cannot rule. 
Nor ever will' be i^ul'd. • 

Bru. Call't not a plot ; ' 

The people cry, yoa lAock'd t3teni<^ imdi: 'of late, '1 
Whew^idtn-was given»rhefA ^4calij/yci»a repined?. / 
ScandaFd the fuppliams l<ir thtt'^people;' call'd th^iib 
Time-pleafers, flatterers, foes'-t^^ofedejiWVV . - . 

Cor. Why, tWs wasioiAvft'beforcv' • 

Bru^ Not to them alL 

C 4 Cor. 
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Cor, Have you informed them fince ? 

Bru, How ! I inforn) them ! 

Cor. You aire like to do fuch bufinefa. 

Bru, Not unlike, each way, to better yours. 

Cor. Why thenfhouldl bcGooful? byyondcloudr. 
Let me dcferve fo ill as you, and make me 
Your Fellow Tribune. ... ■ 

Sic. You (hew tod much of That, » 

7or which the people ftir ; if you i/vill pafs 
To where you're bound, you muft enquire your way 
Which you are out c*f, with a gentler, fpiirit ; 
Or never be to noble as a Conful, 
Nor yoke with him for Tribune. 

Men, Let's be calm. 

Com, The people arc.abus*d.r-T — Set on ;-— — this 
paltring 
Becomes not Rome: nor has Coriolanus . 
Deferv'd this fo diilionotir'd Rub, laid faifely 
r th' plain way of his merit. 

Cor, Tell me of corn ! 
This was my fpeech, arid I will fpeak^t again 

Men. Not now, not now. 

Sen, Not in this heat, Sir, now. 

Cor, Now as I live, I will 

As for my nobler friends, I cr^ve their pardons : ', 

But for the mutable ran k-fcen ted Many,. 

Let them regard me, as I do not flatter. 

And there behold themfelvet: J fay a^ain. 

In foothing them, we nouriih 'gaiim our Senate 

The cockle of rebellion, infolence, fedition. 

Which we ourfelves have plow'd for, fow'd and fcat- 

ter'd 
By mingling them with, us, the honouf'd numbers 
Who lack not Virtue, . no, nor Power, but that 
Which we have given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no moi^— ... 

Sen. No more words, wc befeech you — 

As 
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As for my Country I have flicd my bloody 
Not fearing outward force ; fo (hall my lungs 
Coin words 'till their decay, againft thofc meaflet, 
Which we difdain (hould tetter us, yet feek 
The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You fpeak o' th' people, as you were a God 
To puniQi, not a man of their infirmity. 

Sic. *Twere well, we let the people know^t. 

Men, What, what! hischoler? 

Cor. Choler I were I as patient as the midnight deep. 
By J(w*, 'twould be my mind. 

Sic* It is a mind 
That (hall remain a poifon where it is, 
Not poifon any further. 

Cor, Shall remain ? 
Hear you this TrUan of the minnows ? mark yoa 
His abfolute>i//? 

Com, 'Twas from the canon. 

Cor. Shall! 

O good, but moftunwife Patricians, why, 

^Vou grave, but recklefs Senators, have you thut 

Given Hydra here to chufe an officer. 

That with his peremptory ^^b//, being but 

The horn and noife 6* th' monfters, wants not fpirit 

To fay, he'll turn you current in a ditch. 

And make your channel his ? If he have power, 

Then vail your ignorance; If none, awake 

Your dangerous lenity : if you are learned, 

Be not as common fools ; if you are not, 

I-et them have cufhions by you. You're Plebeians, 

If they be Senators ; and they are no lefs. 

When, both your vioces blended, the great'ft tafte 

Mod palates theirs. They chufe their magiftrate ! 

And fuch a one as he, who puts h\s Jhall^ 

His popular^y^o//, againft a graver Bench 

Than ever frown'd in Greece! Byjove himfelf, 

* Tou grwe^ hul Wrecklcfs SenahrSjr^] We (hould read, 
RccUcft 5oifl/arj,— — — f. f . Caxtids. 

C 5 U 
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It makes the Confuls bd^fe ; and my foul ak€5 

To know, when two authorities are. up^ 

Neither fupr,epae, bow foon Confufion ; 

May enter 'twix^ the gap ot Both, s^nd take 

The one by th' other. ,*...,•• 

Com, Well — On to tV iriarkjet-place: 

Cor. Who eyer g^tv:^ tjiatcpnififel, .to gjve forth ^ { 
The corTjt*o'tji'8oj:erib9)ife;i^.r^/Ji,'ap:''tw^f us\d ., > 
Sometime in Greece-rrrrrt * » /. i \ 

, M<n,^ . V\f^llai.>v^Wk no r»pr« of thai, {Pow^ : 

Cor. Though there the ?jCople had more abiblnte 
I fay, they nourifh^d difobedience, fed 
The ruin of the §tat§,. .;.. 

Bru, Why fhall the people giye - ., 
One, that fpeaks thus, their voice ? r . ". 

Cof-, rU give 'ray. r^aJons, ■ , , _ 

More worthy than their voice. They kfto^, l^hie cotp 
Was not our recompence; refting affur.*d. 
They ne'er did fervice for't; being prefl to th' war. 
Even when the navel, of thp St^tfB.vv,^§ foj^Qh'd,.,. 
Tl^ey would not thread the gates : thi$ kind.of fervi<;c 

Did not deferve corn g^rfl/ij; Bpipg i' th' w^«*3 . . 

Their mutinies aij/i revolts, whefei^ they ihevv'd 
Moft valour, fpoke not for them. Th'' ftf.cufation,. , 
Which they have often made ag*^inft tb? Sei?.ate> 
All caufe unborji, could pever be the pative 
Of our fo fran)fc donation. Weil, what then? 
How fhall this Bofom-multiplied digeft 
The Senate's courtefy? let deeds expreCs, 
What^s like to h*; their words — W* did rjgquejl it--^ 
We are the grmter poll, an4 in Iruefeav •• 
They gape 14s ^oitr ^^mandi.-, — Jhus we debafe 
The nature of aur Seats, and make the rabble 
Gall our cares, fears; which will in time break apq '. 
The locks o' th' Senate, and bring in the crowft • 
To peck the eagles.——— 

Men, Come, enough. 

^rM. Enough, with over meafure* . ,. 

Cor. 
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What may be fworn by. BothDlvicc andHuman ' 
Seal witai'I end withal r*-*Th is double Worfhip, 
Wh«re onfi part does difdaia with caufe^ the^thet 
Infult without all reafon ; where gentry^ title, wifdodl^ 
Cannot conclude but by the yea and no • /' ' 
Of gen'ral ignorance, it nii)ifi dmit' ' , * 
Kdsai osecdfititiJlind'jglvKtway the whHe ' • 
T' unftable flightnefs; purpofe fo barr'di it followf. 
Nothing is done to purpofe. . Jjb^etefore befecbh yoU, 
(You that will be lefs fearful than difcreet, 
That love the fui^dameinftal'part'. of Start 
More than you doubt the.chanec of\t; that prefer 
A nobfe irfe before a Ibfi'g, and Wrfh 
To vamp a bodylwuth axdaa^eroiui phyfic, / « 
That's. Aire ixfddatla^)withdut ;) at once plucfc^i^^Ot 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The fweet which is their poifon. Youii diihonour 
Mangles true'jadgmeht, and bereaves the St&te 
Of that in tegdty which (hould bccofroc; it : • 
Not having. power to do the good it would^, 
For tfa' -ill! w&ichi.dQth-controaI it. • ' ' 

Bru. ffas faid ehough. 

Sic. H'as:fpQfccn.;Hke a traitor, and fliall anfwcr 
A& traitors doi 

Cor. .Tht>u .wretch J' Defpigbt o'erwhelm thee ! — 
What fliould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes ? 
On whom dependingy th&if ^^dience fails 
To. th' gxeatef bench* In a Rebellion, 
When what's not meet, but what muft be, was law. 
Then were tJidy cbiof«n>^ in; a better hour, 
Let what is nifict,.,be faid, it iriuft be law, 
And throw their Power i'th' duft* 

Bru. Manifeft treafon 

Sic. This a'Conful? no. 

Bru. ThQ jEdilesybo I let him b6 apprehended. 

[iEdiles ^^^r. 
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Sic, Go, call the people, in whofe name myfdf 
Attach thee as a traiterous innovaftor: 
A foe to th' public weal. Obey, I charge thee, ' 
And follow to thine anfwer. [Laying hold on Cotu 
Cor, Hence, old goat I 
All. We'll furety him. 
Com, Ag'd Sir, hands off- 
Car. Hence, rotten thing, or I (hall (hake thy bonea 
Out of thy garments. 
Sir. Help me, citizens. 

S GENE II. 

Enter a Rabble of 'Plehcisirxs;^ wiik the iEdilcs. 

Men. ^^ N both fides, more rcfped. 

V->r Sic. Here's he, that would take from yon 

all your power. 

Bru. Seize him, jEdiUf. 

AIL Down with him, down with him ! 

2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons 1 

[They ail buftU about Cpriolantis. 

Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens whatho!--< — - 

Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanus^ citizens ! 

A(L Peace, peace, peace, (lay, hold, peace ! 

Men. What is aboUt to be ? — I am out of breath ; 
Confulion's near, I cannot fpeak, — You Tribunes, 
Coriolanus^ patience ; fpeak, Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people—- — peace. 

All. Lets hear our Tribune ; peace ; fpeak, fpeak, 
fpeak« 

Sic. You arc at point to lofe your liberties : 
Marcius would have all from you; Marcius, 
Whom late you nam'd for ConfuL 

Men. Fie, fie, fie. 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat* 

Sic. What is the city, but the people? 

AIL True, the people are the city, 

Bru. 
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Bru. By the confent of al!« we were eflabliik'ct 
The people's magiftrates. 

Ali, You fo remain. 

Men. And fo are like to do. 

Cor, That is the way to lay the city flat ; 
To bring the roof to the foundation. 
And bury all^ which yet diftinAIy ranges. 
In heaps and piles of ruin* 

Sic, This defervea death. 

Bru» Or let us ftand to our Authority, 
Or let us lofe it; we do here pronounce. 
Upon the part o' th' people, in whofe power 
We were eleded theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of prefent death. 

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him ; 
Bear him to th' Tock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into deftrudion cad him. 

Bru. jEdiUs^ feize him. 

MFU. Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men. Hear me one word ; 'befeech you, Tribunes, 
hear me but a word 

jEdiles. Peace, peace.. 

Men. Be that you feem, truly your Country's friends. 
And temp'rately proceed to what you would 
Thus violently redrefs. 

Bru, Sir, thofe cold ways. 
That feem like prudent helps, are very poifonous. 
Where the difeal'e is violent. Lay hands on him, 
And bear him to the rock. 

[Coriolanus draws his /word. 

Car, No; FlI die here. 
There's fome amoug you have beheld me fighting. 
Come, try upon yourfelves, what you have feen me. 

Men. Down with that fword ; Tribunes^ withdraw 
a while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men, Help Marcius, help you tliat be noble, 

help him young and old. 

^ Ail. 
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^//>/DflWri ^itj^Jii«u dom with him* • [EMUfU. 
[In this mutiny, the TriJ>u9^, lJi4 Mdiks, -and 
the people are beat in* t ' • *' 

Si G E N E IIL 

Men. /^ 0,f^tt you t&iyom hoxxhi'r he gone, AWfcyr/ 
VT All will be naugh't clfe^ '»'■•_. 
2 S^n. Get you gone S :: 

* Cor. Sandfeft, we hAveaa many Wends as dnemics-^ 
Men, Shall it be put to That? 

Sen. The Gods forbid! • .*" 

I pr'ythee, noble friend, hotne to nhy houfc, /'- 

Leave us to cure this caufe. .r '. ' :.. - . -; \(l 

Men, For 'tis a forcn <' : -^ •- r' -; ' • -J-.-.m' ( r^^. 
You canuot tent yourfelf ; . be^ gbne; 'befeeok ycm., • 

Cam. Gome, Sir, along with u&i .' J . .. 

M^n. I would, they were BarbdrianSi (as trli-fey .are. 
Though in Rorne litter'di;) not Romans j (as they arc 

not, / . . / •-.' 
Though calved in the porch o' th' Gapitoh) 
Be gone, put not your worthy rasgeinto your tongue, 
One tii»e wiHowe-anotiier, u- - ; . «. ' a .' 

Cor. O.T1 fair ground J. could beat fottys of them, • 

Men. I could myfelf take up a brace 6i' th- bcft of 
them ; yea, the two Tribune*.- 

Com* Bult now 'tis odds beyond arithmetic: * 

And manhood is call'd fooFry, when it flands 
Againft a falling fabiic. Will you hence. 
Before, tb© tag return, whofe rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and D^arlMar I I /'^ 

What they are us^d'td beari .' .. w J 

ACw. .Pray you, be^gone : 
ril try, if my old wit be in rcqueft 

* Com. Stand fa/i, 8cc.] This fpecch certainly fliould be eiven 
to Corioianus ; for all his Friends pcrfuatfc hinj to retfre!^. So 'Cdmi' 
wVptCfcittly.^tcr.; [ ** i : . .1. .\ 

Come, Sir, along, xiitk us. *..)!.. • . • ; .Wwbratl*i<: J "* 

' With 
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With thofe that have but little^. thi5,W*ft bp^ip^Xcht 
With cloth of any colour^ 1 * : . 
Com. Come, away. 

[E9i€urU Coriolanus /in^ CDminius. 

S C E.N E .IV. 

1 Sen. np*!! I S man has maxx'd his fortune. . 

. ,, J^^ Mm. His nature is. too nob^efcHttje world: 
He woujdjnot flatter Niptune fo^r his trjde^t,. 
Or "^ove for's power to thunder ; his heart's his mouth y 
What his breaft forges, that his tongue. mjuft vent \ 
And, being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. . {As^oifiwUhin, 

Here's goodly work. /. . . : .., [ 

2 Sen, I yvQwldf, ^hey were a-bed. • , . ^ 
Men. I wt)uld, they were in Tibir.-^, — T-W^at, the 
vengeance, , > 

Could he not fpcak 'em fair? ; 

Enter Brutus and Sicinius, wHh the raU}te again. 

Sic. Where is this viper, , ; : ' . 

That would depopulate the city, and , 
Be every man himfelf ? 

Men. You worthy Tribunes -r 

Sic, He (hall, be thrown down the Tarpeian Rock 
With rigorous hands; he hath refitted Law, 
And therefore Law (hall fcorn him further trial 
Than the fcverity of public Power, 
Which he fo fcts at nought. 

I OV.^He fliall well know, the noble Tribunes. ,arc^ 
The people's mouths, and we their hands. 

All. He fhall, be fure on't. 

Men. Sir, Sir, 

Sic. Peace. 

Men. Do not cfy havock, wher^ you fliould but 
hunt [ 

With modeft warrant. . , ;^ .^. 
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Sic, Sir, now comes it, you 
Have holp to make this refcue ? 

Men, Hear me fpeak ; 
As I do know the ConfuFs wortbinefs, 
So can I name his faults — ^ 

Sic, Conful ! what Gonial ! 

Men, The Conful Coriolanus. 

Bru. He Conful!-- — 

AIL No, no, no, no, no. ^[people, 

Men, If by the Tribunes* leave, and yours, good 
I 'may be heard, I'd crave a word or two ; 
The which (hall turn you to no further harm. 
Than fo much loTs of time. 

Sic, Speak briefly then. 
For we are peremptory to difpatch 
This viperous traitor; to eje^l him hence. 
Were but our danger; and to keep him here, 
Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed^ 
He dies to-night. 

Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our renowned Rome^ whofe gratitude 
TowVds her deferving children is enroifd 
In Jove'^s own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own I 

Sic. He's a, difeafe that muft be cut away. 

Men. Oh, he's a limb, that has but a difeafe ; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, eafy. 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death ?^ 
Killing our enemies, the blood he hath loft 
(Which I dare vouch, is more than That he hath. 
By many an ounce) he dropt it for his Country l 
And what is left, to lofe it by his Country, 
Were to us all that do't, and fuifer it, 
A brand to th' end o'th' world. 

Sic, * This is clean kam. 

Bru, Merely awry : when he did love his Country, 
It honour'd him. 

• This I J clean kam.] i. r. Awiy. 

* Sic. 
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^ Sic, The fervice of the foot 
Being once g»ngreen'd, it is not then refpe&ed 
For what before it was. 

Bru. We'll hear no more. 
Purfue him to his houfe, and pluck him thence; 
Left his infedion, being.of catching nature, 
Spread further. 
I Men, One word more, one word : 

I This tiger- footed rage, when it fhall find 
I The harm of un&ann'd fwiftnefs, will (too late) 
» Tie leaden pounds to*s heels. Proceed by procefs, 
I Left Parties (gs he is belov'd) break out, 
I And fack great Rome with R(mans, 

Bru. If 'twere fo 

Sic. What do ye talk? 
Have we not had a tafte of his obedience. 
Our jEdiles fmote; ourfelves refifted ? come — 

Men. Confider this ; he hath been bred fth' wars 
Since he could draw a fword, and is ill-fchool'd 
In boulted language; liieal and bran together 
He throws without diftinftion. Give me leave, 
ril go to him^ and undertake to bring him 
Where* he (hall anfwer by a lawful form. 
In peace, to his utmoft peril. 

1 Senl Noble Tribunes, 
It 13 the'humane way: the other courfe 
Will prove too bloody, and the end of it 
I Unknown to the begitining. 
Sic. Hoble Merienius, 
Be you then as the people's officer. 
Maners, lay down your weapons. 
Bru. Go not home. 
I Sic. Meet ofa the forum ; we'll attend you there, 

* Men. The fervice of (ke foot, kc] Noihingican be more evidant 
than that this could never be faid by CarioiaituSs Apologtily and 
i that it was faid by one of the Tribunes ; I have therefore given it to 

I SUiniuSp Warburion. 

Where 
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Where, if you bring not Marcius^ WH proceed 
In ottr fitfi.yray. . . :.. I ;f ' ^ .1 

Men, rll bring him to you. .1 -. < 

Let me defire your compsHiy ; he timd come, i . 
Or what is wbitc urtll folbo^k: . ' 

I 5^n. Pray^ kt'a to him.' [JExfiitif. 

S C -E N E. V^' ■ ' '' 

Enter CoxiqlsLBus^ with J^ohtes^ ^ •. *; ; • 
Cor. T E T them.puUaU ^boutjnitieeard, prcfeatmc 
M. J Death on the wheel, orat wildborfes' beelst 
Or pile ten hills on the Tarpiian^ Rock ^... 
That the pi^cipitation might downflrfetch; 
Below ih^.beam of figt^t^ yjet.will J.ftill. » 

-Bc.thutfrtO tbcip. : 1 . . 

^n^^r Volvunnia. J.. ., ,;.. 

NobL You do- the nobjiefK^ ...,:. ,:' » li - 

Cor.' I roufe, my nother 
Does not approve if e further^ who v/^lb wont 
To call them woollen vaiTals, things :q^cate(;l. (I 

To buy and fell with groats; tojfliew bare hc^ds 
In congregati5)ns, yawn, b?" flill^ a»d:\yonddr^ j ' ' 
When one but of n^y Os^in^i^^e i\ob(l up . . , 
To fpeak of Peace or War ; (I-ialk ^f you) , 
Why did you wifli me milder? wou'd. you have, me 
Falfe to my nature? rather fay, I play 
The man 1 am. ' « , ' 

Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir, ;..... _ * 

I woi^ld have had you put y«iur.^PoY^?r,weUl,Qnv • 

Before you, had worn it out. 

. Cor. Let it go, ; .. > \ . • > 

• r(9f. You might have- bean* ^riough the m^n you 
.. .:r . :^^^^ . ^ . . -:. -.w ., : ^- . ... 

With ftriving lefs to be fo. Leffer had been 

:'^ The 
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The Thwartings of your difpofitions, if 

You had not (hew'd them how you were difpos.'d 

Ere they lack'd. power to crofo yoo. 

Cor, Let them hang« . t 

Vol, iA.y^ and buirm.Xoo. . - ..' 

Enter Meaenius, with' the Senators, ' . 

Men, Coine, come, youVe beeu too. rough, fdme- 
thing too rough ;,» . 
You muft rctu*-|a4 and wwad it. . :! 

Sin, There's DO r<em.edy, 
Unlefs, \>y not Io4(h^^, .our good City 
Cleave in the midfi^ and perifb. 

Vol. Priiy, l?€f.c€>uixfeird; 
I have a heart a^'iittje apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that lefids my ufe of anger 
To better, vantage. 

i|l>m Wdlfeid, noble woman 5 
* Before he fhould thu&iloop to. jth' Hesd» but that ' 
The violent £t o'tb' jtiincS'icraves it as phyjGc ^ ' . 
For th6 ^Mi^ole StarCii Vd put miae armour ^di^ ' 
Which I can fcarcely bear. 
. . &f.* What mua I do? - 

Men. Rieturn to th' TriJbuneff. ..\j 

Cor, WcU.whaMlajen? whatifeb«n?,j. • 

M^i, Rf p^iw wj^at yon hfeve/pokc. . ■ 

Cor. For them? — I cannoil do it £dv th« Gods^ 
Muft I then do't to them ? . • ' / .. 

Vol. y^u are ^Qo abfolutt. , i. . 

Tho' therein you can never. be.jtoo noble. 
But when Extremities fpeak. I've heard you fay, * 
Honour and policy^ Jik^ «iAfev«£Ai Friends, ,. . 
I'lh' war do gr^Wj iiOig^tber;igfa[flt That, andjtcU me 
In peace, what^ach K?f them 'by th'/ other loles;, 1 
That they combi.r>e not there ? . • . 

* Brfore he thusjhotddjldopto h' lietfrt^-j " This nonftnCc fhouljl 
be reformrcd thus, '■ ' ' - • : . ' . 

Bejou he Ihnsjh^uldjoop to M'.Hcrd.. i. f. the People* 

Cor. 
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Cor. Tufli, tafli — 

Men. A good demand. 

Vol. If it be honour in your wars, to Teem 
The fame you are not, which for your befi ends 
You call your policy ; how is't Icfs, or worfe^ 
That it (hall hold companionfhip in peace 
With Honour, as in War ; fince that to both 
It Aands in like requeft ? 

Cor. Why force you this ? 

Vol. Becaufe it lies on you to fpeak to th^ People: 
Not by your own inflrudion, nor by th' matter 
Which your heart prompts you to, but with fuch 

words 
But roated in your tongue; baflards^ and fyllables 
Of no allowance, to your bofom's truth. 
Now, this no more diihonours you at all. 
Than to take in a Town with gentle words, 
Which elfe would pot you to your fortune, and 

The * hazard *of much blood. 

I would diflemble with my nature, where 

My fortunes, and my friends, at (lake requirM, 

I mould do fo in honour. I am in this 

Your Wife, your Son, thefe Senators, the Nobles. — 

And you will rather flbew our general lowts 

How you canTrowa, than fpend a fawn upon ^em. 

For the inheritance of their loves, and fafeguard 

Of what that Want might ruin I 

Men. Noble Lady ! 
Come, go with us, fpeak fair: you may falve fo 
Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs 
Of what is pad. 

Vol. 1 pry thee now, my Son, 
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having DretchM it (here be with them) 
Thy knee bufling the ftoneS ; (for in fuch bufinefs 
Adion is eloquence, and the eyes of th' ignorant 
More learned than the ears ;) waving thy hand. 
Which Coften thus, corre&ing thy fiout hearty 

Now 



CORIOLANUS. 69 

Now humble as the ripeft Mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling: or fay to them. 

Thou art their Soldier, and, being bred in broils, - 

Haft not the foft way, which thou doft confefs 

Wene fit for thee to ufe, as they to claim, 

In alking their good loves ; but ihou wilt frame 

Thyfelf (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo far. 

As thou haft power and perfon. 

Men. This but done, 
£v^n as flie fpeaks, why, all their hearts were yours : 
For they have pardons, being alk'd, as free. 
As words to little pxirpofe. 

VoL Pr'y thee now, 
Goandberul'd! altho', I know, thou'dft rather 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery Gulf 
Than flatter him in a bower. 

EnUr Cominius* 

Here is Cominius, 

Com. I've been i'th' Market-place, and. Sir, 'tis fit 
You have ftrong Party, or defend yourfelf 
By calmnefs, or by abfence : all's in anger. 

Men. Only, fair fpeech. 

Com. I think, 'twill fcrve, if he 
Can thereto frame his fpirit. 

Vol. He muft and will : 
Pr'ythee now, fay you will, and go about it. 

£or. Muft I go Ihew them my unbarbed fconce ? 
Muft my bafe tongue give to my noble heart , 
A lie, that it muft bear? well, I will do't: 
Yet were there but this finglePlot tolofc. 
This mould of Marcius^ they to duft (hould grind it. 
And throw't againft the wind. To th' Market-place! 
You've put me now to fuch a Part, which never 
I fhall difcharge to th' life. 

Com, Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

VoL Ay, pr'ythee now, fweet Son ; as thou haft faid. 
My praifes made thee firft a Soldier, fo, 

To 
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To have my pr aide' for- this, perform a Part 
Thaahaft tiot^dbwc bpfore^ • ' 

Away, «iyD>{|io6t ion; ati4 poflfefs rnc 
Some Harlot^s fpsirit I ttyf- throat of w^r be tufn^d, 
WhidirquirasdXvith #ny drorti, intoapipe 
Small as an Eunuch^ or-tlie Vij^gin's voice 
That Babies lulls afleepi the fmiles of Knaves 
Tent in my cheeks, and fchooJ-boys' tears take up 
Tfaflgfaflesiof tayfight-.''^ Beggar'stongue • 
Make motion through^ my iips^andtny afm'd knee'a. 
Which bow'd but in my flirr-up, Jsenid lik« his' ' - 

That hath received an alms !. — I^^il nt>t dc>*t-,-- — 
Left ifurceife to haflour mine own truth, •' 

And, by my body^s aflion, teach my miiid, 
A moft inherent bafeneis.- '- 

VoL At thy choice ihen^ 
To beg of thee, it is my more diOionour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thiy lUoth^r rather feel thy prided than fear 
Thy dangerdus (teutnefs^ fbr I tii^ct'at Ikath 
With as big*heart« as' thou. Db, as th6u lift: 
Thy valiantnefs was mine: thou fuck- dft it fromme^ 
But own thy pride thyfelf. 

Cor. Pray, be content: 
Mother, Tm going to the M^arket-placc : 
Chide me' no more, rn'mountebank their loves. 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov'd 
Of all the Trades iri Rome: Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my wife. FU return Conful, 
Or never truft to what my tongue can do 
I'th' way of flattery further, 

- VbI> Do your will. [Exit Volumnia. 

Com, -Away^ the Tribunes do attend you: arm 
Yourfelf to anfwer mildly : for they're prepared 
With accufations, a5 I hear, more flrong 
Til an are upon you yet. 
Cor. The word is, mildly. — ^Pray you, let us go* 
i 1 Let 
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Let them accufe me by invention; .1 

Will aufwer in mine ihohcMw..^ . 

Men. Ay, but mildly. •. '"T 

Cor^ Well, mildly be it then, mildly.-r- [Extfint. 

"S-..G E N:' t: VI." ',;■";!; 

, Changes to the F o rv la. " ■ 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 
Bru, TN this point charge him boxne, that hcfiffefl^'' 

A Tyrannic Ppwer : if he evade us there, 
Inforce him with his envy to the People, 
And that the Spoil, got on ^hq Ant^aliS, , /.'... 
Was ne'er diftributcd. What,, will hie come? 

Enter an ^Edile. 

yEd, He's coming. 

Bru, Hpv/ |u;cQmpanied ? - / . 

,/S4i Witiiold Alie«««iw5, and thofe Senators- 
That always favOurM him. : 

Sic, Have you a catalog.uet. 
Of all the voices that we have procun4i ' : ' . 
Set down by th' poll ? 

y£rf. I have; 'tis ready,. here. 

Sic. Have you collefied them by Tribes ? 

j£d. I have. 

Sic. Aflemble prefently the Pqople hither. 
And, when they hear me fay. It Ihall be fo, 
I'th' right and ftrength o'lh' Commons ; (beit either 
For Death, for Fine, or Banifhment,) then let them. 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death ; 
Infifting on the old Prerogative 
And Power i'th' truth o'th' Caufe. 

/Ed. I wi I j inform themk 

Bru. And when,fuch time they have begun to cry. 
Let them not ces^fe^ but with a Din confus'd 
Inforce the prefent execution 
Of what we chance to fentance. 

/£d. 



7^ CORIOLANUS. 

. JEi. Very well. 

5fr. Make them be Ilrong and ready for this hint; 
"When we fliall hap to give't them. 

Bru, Go about it. [£xtl £diie. 

Put him to choler (Iraight ; he hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word. 
Of contradidion. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to tempVance ; then he fpeaks 
What's in his heart; and That is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. 

Enitr CorioIanuSt Menenius arid Cominius with others. 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men, Calmly, I do befeech you. 

Cor. Ay, as an hofller, that for the pooreft piece 
Will bear the Knave by th' volume : — The honoured 

Gods 
Keep Rome in Safety, and the Chairs of Jufticc 
Supply with worthy men, plant love amongft you. 
Throng our large Temples with the fliews of peace, 
And not our ilreets with war! 

I Sen, Amen, amen ! 

Men. A noble wifli. 

Enter the JEdile with the FUbeians. 

Sic, Draw near, ye People. 

jEd. Lift to your Tribunes : audience ; 
Peace, I fay. 

Cor, Firft, hear me fpeak. 

Both Tri. Well, fay : peace, ho. 

Cor. Shall I be charg'd no farther than this prefcnt ? 
Muft all determine here ? 

Sic, I do demand. 
If you fubmit you to the People's voices, 
Allow their Officers, and are content 
To fuffer lawful Cenfure for fuch faults 
As fliall be prov'd upon you ? 

Cor, I am content. 

Men. 
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Mm. Lo, Citizens, he fays, he is contest e 
The warlike fervice he has done, coafider; 
Think on the wounds his body bears,, which fhew 
Like Graves i'th' holy. Church-yard. 

Cor, Scratches with briars, fears to move Laughter 
only. . - 

Men. Condder further: 
That when he fpeaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Soldier; do not tkke 
His rougher accents for malicious founds : 
But, as I fay, fuch as become a Soldier* ' 

Rather than envy, you 

Com, Well, well, no more. ^ ^ 

Cor. What is the matter. 
That being paft for Conful with full voice, 
Vm fo difhonour'd, that the very hour 
You take it off again ? 

Sic, Anfwer to us. 

Cor, Say then:, 'iis true, I ought fo. 

Sic We charge you, that you have contrived to take 
From Rome all feafon'd Office, and to wind 
Yourfelf unto a Power tyrannical; 
For which you are a traitor to- the People* 

Cor, How? Traitor? — 

Men, Nay, temperately:: your promife. 

Cor, Tlie fire's i th* loweft hell fold in the people ! 
Call me their traitor ! thou injurious Tribune ! 
Within thine eyes fat twenty thoufand -deaths, ^ 
In thy hands clutched as many million^, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers ; I would- fay, ♦ 
Thouliefti, unto thee, with a voice as free^ 
As I do pray the Gods. 

Sic, Mark you this, people? 

All. To ih' Rock with him. : i '/ 

Sic. Peace: 1 ^ 

We need not lay new matter to his charge t 
What you have feen him do, and heard him fpcfak. 
Beating your Officers, curfing yourfelves, 
Vol. VIII. D Oppofing 
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'OppoGng laws with (Irokes, and iieire defying 
Thofe whofe great Power muft try him, even thii 
So crixninalv and in fuch capital kind, 
Deferves th' extremeA death. 

^ru, Bjit fidice be hath 
Serv'd well for Rome - 

Cor. What do you prate of fervice ? 

Bru. I talk of That, that know it. 

Cor. Youp j j^ > M . 

Men. Is 4his the promife that you made your 
Mother? 

Com. Know, I pray y ou -*: 

Cor. I'll know no farther ; 
Let thetn pronounce the ftecp Tarpiian death,. 
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a grain a-^ay, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
Nor check my courage for what they can give, 
To hav't with faying, good-morrow. 

Sk^ For t^at he has 
(As much'ftS infaim:lies] frbro time to time 
Envy'd againd the people ; feeking means 
To pluck away their Power ; as now at laft 
Giv*n hofiile ftrokes, and that not in the prefence 
Of dreaded juftice, but on the Minifters 
That do diftribute it; in the Name o' th' People^ 
And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we 
(Ev'nfjtxim this, infiant) baniih him our City ; 
In perilibf predipitation 
From gitf the Rock Tarpeian^ never more 
To enter out Rnme-s Gates. V th' People'^ Name, 
I fay, it fhali be fo. 

AIL It ihall be fo, it (hall be fo ; let him away 4 
He^s banifh'd, and it ihall be fo. 

Com, Hear me, my Maflers, and my common 
Friends-^ 

Sjf* He's fcnteric'd : no more hearing. 

Com, Let me fpeak : 

I 
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1 have been Gonful, and can {hew for Rome 
Her Enemies' Marks upon me. I do love 
My Country's Good, with a refpeA more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life. 
My dear wife's eftimaie, her womb's increafe. 
And treafarc «f my loins: then if I would 
Speak that 

Sic. *We know-yout drift. Speak what / 

Bru. There's no more to be faid,butlie is baniih*d 
As enemy to the People and his Country. 
It (hall be fo. 

All, It (hall be fo, it Qiall be fo. 

Car, You common cry of curs, whofe breath 3 
hate. 
As reek o' th' rotten fenns ; whofe loves I prize, 
As the dead carcafies of unburied men, 
That do corrupt my air : 1 bani(h you : 
And here remain with your uncertainty ; . 
Xet every feeble rumour ihake your hearts ; 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes. 
Fan you into defpair : have the power ftill 
To banifli your Defenders, 'till at length. 
Your ignorance (which finds not, 'till it feels; 
taking but refervation of yourfelves 
Still your own enemies) deliver you, 
As mod abated captives, to fome nation 
That won you without blows \ Defpifing then. 
For you, the City, thus I turn my back: 

There is a world elfcwhere- 

[£x^un^ Coriolanus, Cominias, arid others, 
[The. people Jkout^ and throw up their cc^s. 

£d. The people's enemy is gone, is gone 1 

AlU Our enemy is baniih'd; he is gone! Hoo ! 
hoo 1 

S«r. Go fee him out at gates, and follow him ' 
As he hath foUow'd yout with all dcfpight 
Give him deferv'd vexar.o-.. Lei a guard 
.Attend us througE tbc Ci. , . 

2 AtL. 
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All. Gome, come; let us fee him out at the gates ^ 
come. 
The Gods preferve our noble Tribunes ! come. 

[Exeunt. 
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Before the Gates of Ko me. 

Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, 
Cozninius, with the young Nobility of Rome. 

C ORIOLA.NUS. 

COME, leave your tears: a brief farewel : tlue 
bead 
With many heads butts me away. Nay, mother, 
"Where is your ancient Courage? you wereus'd 
To fay. Extremity was the trier of fpirits. 
That common chances common men could bear ; 
That, when the Sea was calm, all boats alike 
Shew'd maflerfhip in floating. Kortune's blows, 
When moft flruck home, being gently warded, craves 
A noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible ' 
The heart that conn'd them. 

Vir, O heav'ns ! O heav'ns ! 

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythec, woman-r— 

Vol. Now the red pefiilence flrike all trades in 
Rome, 
And occupations perifli ! 

Cor. What ! what! what! 
I Ihall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother, 
Re fume that fpirit, when you were wont to fay. 
If you had been the wife of Herxules^ 
Six of his labours you'd havexlone, and fav'd 
Your hufband fo muchfweat. Cominius^ 

Droop 
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iDroop not ; adieu : farewell my wife ! my mother ! 
rjl do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius^ - 
Thy tears arre falter than a younger man's. 
And venomous to thine eyes. My fometime Ge- 

neraU 
Tve feen thee flern, and thou haft ofc beheld 
Heart -hardning fpeAacles. Tell thefe fad women, 
'Tis fond to wail inevitable flrokes, 
As 'tis to laugh at 'cm. Mother, you wot. 
My hazards ftill have been your folace ; and 
Believe't not lighdy, (tho' I go alone. 
Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than feen:) your 

Son 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and prafiice. 

Vol. My firft Son, 
Where will you go ? take good Cominius 
With thee a while^ determine on fome courfe. 
More than a wild expofure to each chance. 
That ftarts i* th' way. before thee. 

Cor. O the Gods ! 

Com. I'll follow thee a month, devife with thee 
Where thou flialt reft, that thou may'ft hear of us, 
And we of thee. So, if the time thruft forth, 
A Caufe for thy Repeal, we Ihall not fend 
O'er the vaft world, to feek a fingle man ; 
And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool 
r th' abfence of the needer. 

Cor. Fare ye well : 
Thou'ft years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the war's furfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd ; bring me but out at gate. 
Come, my fweet wife, ray dcareft mother, and 
My friends of noble touch ; wh«n I am forth. 
Bid me farcwel, and fmile. I pray you, come* 
While I remain above the -gTOUnd, you ihall 
Hear from me (till, and never of me aught 

r> 3 But 



7* G O RIO L ANUS. 

But what is like me formerly. 

Men. That's worthily 
As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weepi 
14 I could (hake oflf but one fevcn years 
From thefe old arms and legs, by the go^ad Gods^ 
Vd with thee every foot. 

Car. Give me thy hand. [Exeunt:^^ 

SCENE II. 

Ent^r Sicinius an^ Bruttis, with rt^ iEdile. 

5iV.T> ID them all home, he's gone; and we'll no* 

jy further. 

Vex'd arc the Nobles, who, we fee, have fided 
In his behalf. 

Bru, Now we have (hewn our Power*. 
Let us feem humbler after it is done^ 
Than when it was a doing. 

Sic. Eid them home ; 
Say, their great enemy is gone,. and they 
Stand in their ancient Strength. 

Bru. Difraifs them home. 
Here comes his Mother. 

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius.. 

Sic, Let's not meet her. 

Bru. Why? 

Sic. They fay, {he's mad. 

JSru. They have ta'en. note of us: keep on your 
way. 

Vol. Oh, y'are well met : 
The horded plague o' th' Gods requite your love ! 

Men. Peace, peace ; he not fo loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you fhould hcar-^ 
Nay, and you fhall hear fome. — Will you be gone ? 
You flxall ftay too. 

Virg. I would, I. had the power 
Tio fay fo to my Hu£band« 

Sic. 
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Sic. Are you mankind ? 

VoL Ay, fool : is that a (hame? note but this fooL. 
Was not a Man my Father? hadft thoufoxfltip' 
To banifli him that ftruck' more btows iot Kame], 
Than thou haft fpoken words ■ » 

Sic. Oh bleffcd heavens ! 

VoL More noble blows, than ever thou wife words,^ 
And for Komi's good — Fli tell thee what— yet go — 

Nay, but thou fhalt ft ay too 1 would, ray fon 

Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 
His good fword in his hand* 

Sic. What then ? - 

Virg. What then ? he'd make an end of thy Pofterity* 

VoL Baftards, and all. 
Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome t: 

Men. Come, come, peace* 

Sic. I would, he had continued to his Countrj^^ 
As he begftn-, and not unknit himfeif 
The noble knot he made. 

Bru, I would, he had. 

VoL I would, he had ! ^'twas you ittcetis'd the 

rabble : 
Gats, that can judge as fitly of his worthy 
As I can of thofe myfteries which Heav'n 
Will not have Earth to know. 

Bru. Pray let us go. 

VoL Now, pray, Sir, get you gbne. 
You've done a brave deed : ere you go, hear this rr 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meaneft houfe in Rome; fo far my Son, 
This Lady's Huftiand here, this, (do you fee) 
Wiiom you have banifliM, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Well, well, we'll leave yoi!i. 

Sic. Why ftay you to be baited 
With one that wants her wits ? [E^etmtTribunts. 

VoL Take my prayers with you, 
I wifli, the Gods had nothing clfe to do, ^ 
But. to confirm my curfes ! Could I meet 'em 

D 4 But 
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But once a-day, it would unclog. my heart . 
Of what lies heavy to't. . 

Men. You've told them honiev 
And, by my troth, have caufe : you'll fup with me ? 

FoL Anger's my meat^ I fup upon myfelf, 
And fo (hall ftarve with feeding: come, let's go. 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
In anger, Juno like ; come, come, fie, fie ! [Exeunt^ 

SCENE III. 

Changes to A n t i u m. 

Enter a Roman and a Volfcian. 

ilom.T Know you well. Sir, and you know me ; your 
X name, I think, is Adrian. 

VoL It is Co, Sir; truly, I have forgot you. 

Rom. I am a Rpnutn^^ b,ut iny fervices are as you. 
are, againft 'em. Know you me yet? 

VoL Ukandrf no. 

Rom. .The fanve. Sir. 

Vol. You had more beard when I laft faw you, 
but your favour is well appealed by your tongue. 
What's the news in Rome ? I have a Note from the 
Volfcian Slate to find you out there. You have well 
fav'd me a day's journey. 

Rom. There hath been in Rome ftrange infurrec- 
tions : . the People againft the SeAators, Patricians, 
and Nobles. 

Vol. Hath been ! is it ended then ? our State thinks 
not fo : they are in. a mod warlike preparation, and 
hope to come upon them in the heat of their divifion. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is paft, but a fmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive 
fo tp heart the Banifhment of that worthy Coriolanus, 
that they are in a ripe aptnefs to take all power from 
the People, and to pluck from them their Tribunes 

for 
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for ever. This lies glowing, I can tell you; and is 
almoft mature for the violent breaking out. 

Vol, Cariolanus banifh'd ? 

Rom. fianifliM, Sin 

VoL You will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

Rom, The day fctves well for them now. I have 
heard it faid, the fitteft time to corrupt a man's Wife^ 
is when {he's fallen out with her hufband. Your no- 
ble TuUus Aufidius will appear well in thefe wars, his 
great Oppofer Coriolanus being now in no requeft of 
his Country r 

Vol, He cannot chufe. I am moft fortunate, thus 
accidentally to. encounter you. You have ended my 
bufinefs, and I will merrily accompany you home. 

Rom, I ffaali between this and fupper tell you moft 
ftrange things from Rome^ all tending to the good of 
their Adverfarica. Have you an army ready, fay 
you? 

Vol. A moft royal one. The Centurions and their 
Charges difiindly billeted, already in the entertain- 
ment, and to be on foot at an hour's warning. 

Rom, I am joyful to hear of their readinefs^ and sLm 
the man, I think, that fhall fet them in prefent ac- 
tion. So, Sir, heartily well met, and moft glad of 
your company. . . 

Vol. You take my Part for me. Sir, I have the 
moft caufe to be glad of yours. 

Rom. Well, let us go together. [Exeunt. 

Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, difguis'd and muffled,' 

Cor. A goodly City is this Aniium, — City, 
*Tis I, that made thy widows : Many an heir 
Of thefe fair edifices fdr niy wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop: then know Me not. 
Left that thy Wives with Ipits, and boys with ftones. 
In puny battle flay me. Save you. Sir. 

D 5 Enter 
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Entir a Citizen. 

CU. And you. 

Cor. Direft me, if it be your will, where great Aufi^ 
dius lies : 
Is he in Anlium ? 

CU. He island fea(l» theNobks ef the State, at hi» 
boufe this night. 

Cor, Which is hh hotife, I bcfeech you ? * . 

Cit. This, hercj, beFore you. 

C$r, Thank you^ Sir J Farewcl. [Exit Cititm'i. 

Oh, world, thy flippery turns! friends now faft- 

fworn, 
Whofe double bofoms feem to wear one hearty 
Whofe hours, whofc bed, whofe meal and exercife^ 
Are ftill together, wlia twine (as 'twere) ib love 
Unfeparablc, fliall within this hdur. 
On a diflesfion of a doit^ breakout 
To bittereft enmity. So felleft foes, 
"Whofe paffions and whofe plots have broke their fleep> 
To take the one the other, by fome chance, 
Some trick not worth an egg, (hall grow dear friends,. 
And inter-join their iffuesi Sa, with m«;-*- 
My birth-rplace have I . and my lovers left ; 
This enemy's Town I'll enter f. if he flay me, 
He does fair juftice ; if he give me way^ 
I'll do his Country fervice. [Eniti 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to a Hall in Aufidius'j Hbufe, 
Mujic plays. Enter a Serving-man. 

X 5tf^«"\ ?l 7 1 N E, wine^ wine ! what fervice is here P' 
V V I think, out fellows are afleep. [Epcih 

Enter another Serving-man. 

s Ser. Where's Cottw? my Mailer calls for him: 
(k>tus.. Enter 
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Enter Coriolanus. 

Con A goodly ho.ufc ; the feaft fpaells well; but: 
I appear not like a gueft. 

Enter thejirji Serving-man. 

1 Ser. What would you have, friend? whence are 
you? here's no place for you: pray, go to the door. 

[BKtt. 

Car, I have defervM no better entertainment, in be* 
ing Coriolanus, [4fid$^ 

Enter fecand Servant, 

2 Ser. Whence are you. Sir? has the porter his^ 
eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to fuch corn- 
panions? pray, get you out. 

Cor. Away! 

s& Ser: Away ? — get you away* ' ^ 

Cor. Now thou'rt troubleforae. 

2 5^. Are you fo brave ?.ril.have you talk'd witE. 
anon. 

Enter et third Servant. The firjl meeti htm. 

3 Ser. What Fellow's this i 

I Ser. A (Irange one as ev^er I look'd on : I cannot 
get him out o' th' houfe : pr'ythee, call my Matter 
to him. 

3 Serv, What have you to do here, Fellow ? pray' 
you, avoid the houfe. 

Cor. Let me but ftand, I will not hurt your heaftli,- 

3'5er. What are you ? 

Cor. A Gentleman. 

^ Ser. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True ; fo I am. 

3 Ser. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up fome 
other Station, here's no place for you ; firay you, 
avoid: come. 

^ Cor. Follow your funflion, go and batten on cold 
bits^ [Pupies him away from him. 

D 6 3 Ser. 
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3 Ser. What, will you not ! pf vthec, tell my Ma- 
ftei:, what a flrarige Gueft he has nere. 

H Ser. And I {hall. [Exit feeimd Serving-man. 

3 Ser. Where dwelPft thou ? 

Cor. Under the Canopy. 
^ 3 Ser. Under the Canopy ? 

Cor. Ay. 
' 3 Ser. Where's that? 

Cor. V th' City of Kites and Crows. 

3 Ser. V th' City of Kites and Crows? what an 
Afs it is ! then thou dwelPft with Daws too?* 

Cor. No, I ferve not thy, Matter. 

3 Ser. How, Sir ! do you meddle with my Matter ? 

Cor. Ay, "'tis an honcfter fervice, than to meddle 
with thy Miftrefs : thou prat'ft, andprat'ft; ferve with 
thy trencher : hence. [Beats him away. 

Enter Aufidius miik a Serving-man. 

. Au^. Where is this Fellow ? 

2 Ser. Here, Sir; Td have beaten him like a dog» 
but for difturbing the Lords within. 

AuJ. Whence com'ft thou ? what wouldft thou ? 
thy name? 
Why fpeak'tt not ? fpeak, man : what's thy name ? 
Cor. If tullus, yet thou know'ft me not^ and, fee- 
ing me, 
Doft not yet take me for the man 1 am, 
Neceflity commands me name myfelf. 
. Auf. What. is thy name ? 
Cor. A name unmufical to Voljcian ears. 
And harfti in found to thine. 

AuJ. Say, what is thy name ? 
Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in't; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou fliew'tt a noble veffel: what's thy name? 
Ccr. Prepare thy brow to frown ; khow'ft thou me 
Auf. I know thee not; thy naine? [y^^? 

Ci/r. My name is Caius Marcius^ who hath done 

To 
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To thee particularly, and to all the Voljdans^ 
Great hurt and mifchief ; thereto witnefs may 
My Sirname Corioianus. The painful fervice, • 
The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thanklefs Country, are requited 
But with that Sirname: A good memory. 
And witnefs of the malice and difpleafure 
Which thou fhouldA bear me, only that name re^* 

mains. 
The cruelty and envy of the people. 
Permitted by our daftard Nobles, who 
Have all forfook me, hath devour'd the reft ; 
And fuffer'd me by th' voice of flaves to be 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me. to thy hearth, not out of hope 
(Miftake me not) to fave my life; for if • 
I had fcar'd death, of all the men i' th^ world 
rd have avoided thee. But in mere fpite 
To be full quit of thafe my Banifhers, 
Stand. I before thee here: thenif thon haft 
A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thofe maims 
Of (hame feen through thy County, fpeed thee 

flraight. 
And make my mifery ferve thy Turn : faufe it, 
That my revengeful fervices may prove 
As benefits to thee. For I will fight 
Again ft my cankered Country with the fpleen 
Of all the under fiends. But if fo be 
Thou dar'ft not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
Thou'rt tir'd; then, in. a word, I alfo am' 
Longer to live moft weary, and prefent 
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice: 
Which not to cut;, would Ihew thee but a fool. 
Since I have ever followed thee with hate. 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy Country's breaft, 
And cannot Jive, but to thy (hame, unk£s 
It be to do thee fervice. 

Auf. 
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Auf» Ob, Marcius^ Mareius, 
Each word, thou'ft fpoke, hath weeded from my Heart 
A root of ancient envy, li Jupiter 
Should from yond cloud fpsak tome things divine. 
And fay, 'tis true; I'd not beliove them more 
Than thee, all-noble Marcius, Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where againft 
My grained a(h an hundred times hath broke^ 
And fcar'd the moon with fplinters : here.! clip 
The anvil of my fword, and do conteft 
As hotly and as nobly with thy lovc;, 
As ever in ambitious firength I did 
Contend againft thy valour. Know thou firftv 
I lov'd the Maid I married ; never Man 
Sigh'd truer breath: but that I fee thee here, 
T4iou noble thing! more dances my rapt heart. 
Than when I firft my wedded miftrefs faw 
Beftridemy threihould. Why, thou Marp! I tell thee. 
We have a Power on foot ; and I had purpofe 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn. 
Or lofe my arm fop't : thou haft beat me out 
Twelve feveral times^ and I have nightly fincc 
Di^eamt of cnconnters 'twixt thyfelf and me : 
We have been dawn together iu my Deep, 
Unbuckling helms,- fitting each other's thioat, 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy M^rrinJr, 
Had we no quarrel elfe to Rome^, btit that 
Thou art thence banilh'd, we would mufter all 
From twelve to fevcnty ; and pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome^ 
Like a bold flood overbear. O come, go in, 
And take our friendly Senators by th' hands. 
Who now are hew, taking their leaves of me. 
Who am prepared agaiaft your Territors, 
Though not foi* Rome itfelf. 

C$r. You blefs me, Gods ? 

AuJ. Therefore, moft abfokitc Sii^ if* thou wilt 
have 

Th« 
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The leading of thy own revenges, take 
One half of my Commiilion, and fet down 
As heft thou art experienced, fince thou know'fi 
Thy Country's ftrengtb and wcaknef$,thinc own ways ; 
Whether to knock againft the gates of Romt^ 
Or rudely vifit them in parts remote. 
To fright them, ere deftroy-. But come, come-kt: 
Let me commend thee firft to thofe, that (hall 
Say yea to thy dfcfires. A thouiand welcomeaf 
And more a friend, than e'er an enemy : 
Yet, Marcius, that was much«^-^-«--^Your band ; moft 
welcome. [ExtwiU 

SCENE V. 

E^nUr two Servanir, 

i Ser.T TERR's a ftrange alteration: 

X~jL 2 Ser. By my hand, I bad thought to h|ive 
ftrucken him with a cudgel, and yet my mind gav« 
me^ his clothes made a faife report of him, 

1 Ser. What an. arm be basi be turn'd me about 
with his finger and his thumb,, as one would fet up 
a top* 

2 Ser. Nay^ L know by his. face that there was 
fomething in him. He had, Sir, a kind of fajce, mtr 
thought — ^I cannot tell how to term it. 

I Ser, He bad for looking as it were— 'would I 
were hanged, but I fought there was more in him 
than I could think. 

8 Ser. So did I, FU be fwom : he is fimply the 
cateft man i'tb' world. 

I Ser. I think, he is ; but a greater Soldiier than he«. 
you wot one. 

s Ser: Who, my mefter ? 

1 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for thalF« 

t Ser. Worth fix on him. 

I Ser. Nay, not fo neither; but I take him to be 
the greater Soldier. 

8 Ser:, 
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s Ser. Faith; look yoo, one cannot tell iiow to fay 
that; for the defence of a Town, our General is 
excellent. 

1 Ser, Ayi sind for an afTault too-. 

Enter a third Savant, 

: 3 5^. Ohi fiaves, I can tell you new5 v news, yoiv 
rafcals. • 

Both. What, what, what? let's partake. 

3 Ser, I would not be a K&man^ .of all nations : i 
had as lieye be a condemnM roan. 

Both. Wherefore ? wherefore ? 

3 Ser Why, here's he that was wont to thwack our 
General, Caius Marcius, 

I Ser, Why do you fay, thwack our General ? 

3 5^. I do not fay, thwack our General; but he 
was always good enough for him. 

s Ser, Conke, we are fellorws and friends ; he was 
ever too hard forhinr, I have heard him fay fo himfelf* 

1 Ser, He was too hard for him diredly, to fay the 
troth on't ; before Corioli^ he fcotcbt him and nocht 
him like a carbonado^ 

9 Ser, And, had he been cannibally given, he 
might have broiFd and eaten him too. 

I Ser, But, more of thy news; *- 

3. Ser, Why, ht is fo made on here within>, as if he 
were Son and Heir to Mars: fet at upper endo'th' 
table ; no queftion afl&d him by any of tl^Senators, 
but they ftandbald before him. Our General himfelf 
makes aMiftrefsof him,fatt£lifics himfelf with's hands, 
and turns up the white o'th' eye to his difcourfe. 
But the bottom of the news is, our General is cut i'ih' 
middle, and but one half of what he was yefterday, 
, For the Other has half, by the Intreaty and Grant of 
the whole table. HeUl go, he fays, and, fowl the 
porter oi Rome gates by th' ears. He will mow down 
all beforehim, and leave his paflage polFd. • 

3 Ser, And he's as like to do't as any man I can 
imagine. 3 Ser 
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^ Ser. DoW hewilldo't: for, look you^ Sir, he 
has as many friends as enemies; which friends. Sin 
as it were, durft not (look you, Sir) fhew themfelves 
(as we term it) his friends, wbilfi he's in direditude. 

I Ser. Direditude ! what's that ? 

3 Ser. But when they fhall fee. Sir, his Creft up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their 
burroughs (like conies after rain) and revel all with 
him. 

1 Ser. But when go^s this forward ? 

3 Ser. To-morrow, to-day, prefently, you (hall have 
the drum ftruck up this afternoon : 'tis, as it were, a 
parcel of their feaft, .and to be executed ere they 
wipe their lips. 

2 Ser. Why, then we (hall have a ftirring world 
again : this peace is worth nothing, but to rufi iron, 
cncreafe tailors, and breed ballad^makers. 

I Ser, Let me have war, fay I ; it exceeds peace^ 
as far as day does night ; it's fprightly, waking, au- 
dible, and full of vent. Peace is a vefry apoplexy, 
lethargy, mulfd, deaf, fleepy, infenfible* a getter of 
more baftard children than war's a deftroyer of men. 

s Ser. Tis fo; and as war in fo me fort maybe 
faid to be a ravifher, fo it cannot be denied, but 
peace is a great maker of cuckolds. 

I Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Ser, Reafon ; becaufe they thep lefs need one 
another: 4tie war, for my money. I hope, to fee 
Romans as cheap as Vol/cians. 

They are rifing, they are rifing. 

Both. In, in, in, in. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

A public Place fn R p m e. 
Enter Sicinms and Brutus. : 
Sic. T /f 7 E hear not of him, neither need we feat 

VV him; 

His remedies are tame i'th' pefent peace. 

And 
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And quietsefs o'th' People, which before 
Were in wild buTry. Here he makes his Friend^^ 
Blufh, that the world goes well; wiio rather had. 
Though they themfelves did fuflRer by't, beheld ' 
Diflentious numbers peftVing ftreets, than fee- 
Ovr Tradefmen finging in their (hops, and going^ 
About their fundions friendly. 

Enter Menenius. 

Bru. We flood to't in good time. Is this Menenius? 

Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he: O he is grown moft kind of 
kte. Hail, Sir I 

Mm. Hail to yon bdth ! 

Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much mifs'd, But with 
bis Friends; the Commonwealth dt}th iland, and fo 
would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. All's wells and might have been much better, 
if he could have temporized. 

Sic. Where is he, hear you ? 

Men. Nay, I hear nothing : 
His mother and his wife hear nothing frpm him« 

Enter three orfgur Citizenu 

M. The Gods preferve you both ! 

Sic. Gpod-e'en, neighbours. 

Bru. Good-«'en to you all; good-c'en to you all. 

1 Cit. Ourfclves, our wives, and children, on our 
Arc bound to pray for you both. [knees, 

Sic. Live and thrive ! 

Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours : 
We wifli'd Coriolanus had lov'd you, as we did. 

AIL Now the Gods keep you I 

Both Tri. Farewel, farewel. [Exeunt Citizens.. 

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time. 
Than when thefe follows ran about the ftreets. 
Crying confufion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 
A worthy. officer i th' war, but infolent, 

Overcome 
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CTercocne with pride, ambitiou3 paft all thinking. 
Self-loving. 

Sic. And aSe^ling one folc Throne, 
Without Affiftancc. 

Men. Nay, I think not fo. 

Sic. We had by this^ to all mir lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Cbnful, found it fo. 

Bru. The Gods have w^ll prevented'it, and Rame^ 
Sits fafe and fiill without him. 

Enter ^EdiU. . 

jEiile. Worthy Tribunes, 
There is a flave, whom we have put in prifon, 
Reports, the Volfcians with two feveral Powerr 
Are entered in the Roman Territories; 
And with the decpefi malice of the war 
Deftroy what lies before 'em« 

Men. 'Tis Aufidius^ 
Who, hearing of our MarcivJ Baniflimenf, 
Thrufts forth his boras agaminto the world % 
Which were in-(heird whett Marviui flood for A^m^, 
And durft not once peep out. 

Sic, Gome, what talk you o^ Marcius ! 

Bru. Go fee this rumourcr whipt*. It cannot bc,. 
The Volfcians dare break with us. 

Men. Cannot be ! 
We have Record, that very well it caa; 
And three examples of the like have been 
Within ray age. But reafon with the fellow 
Before you punifli him,^ where he heard this ; 
Left you Ihould chance, to whip your information, 
And beat the meflenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 

Sic. Tell not me ; 
I know, this cannot be. 

Bru. Not pofliblc 

ErUer a Meffenger. 

Mrf. The Nobles in great earneftnefs are going 
All to the Senate-houfe; fome news is come, 

That 
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That turns their countenances* 

Sic. Tis this flave : 
Go whip him 'fore the people's eyes : his railing.f 
Nothing but his report I 

Mef. Yes, worthy Sir, 
The flave's report is fecandcd, and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 

Sic. What more fearful ? 

Mef. It is fpoke freely out of many mouths. 
How probable I do not know, that M^rnW, 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a Pow'r 'gainft Romef 
And vows Revenge as fpacious, as between 
The yowng'ft and oldefi thing* 

Sic. This is mod likely I 

Bru. Rais'd only, that the weaker fort may wilb 
Good Marcius home again. 

Sic. The very trick on't. 

Men. This is unlikely. 
He and Aufidius can no more aiooe, 
Tban violenteft contrariety* 

Enter Mejfenger. 

Mef. You are fent for to the Senate: 
A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius^ 
Aflbciated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our terttories ; and have already 
0'er>borne their way, confumed with fire, and took 
What lay before tbem. 

Enter Cominius* 

Com. Oh, yon have made good Work. 
Men. What news? what news? 
Com. You have hope to ravilb your own daughters, 
and 
To melt the city-leads upon your pates. 
To fee your Wives diflionourd to your nofes. 
Afje^' What's the news ? what's the news? 
Com. Your Temples burned in their cement, and 

Your 
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Your franchifes, whereon you (lood, confined 
Into an augre's bore. 

Men. Pray now, the news ? 
You've made fair work, I fear me: pray, your news? 
}i Marcius Ciould be joined with the Volfcians, — 

Com. If? he is their God -, he leads them like a thing 
Made by fome other Deity than Nature, 
That (hapes man better; and they follow him^ 
Againll us brats, with no lefs confidence, 
Than boys purfuing fummer butter-flies. 
Or butchers killing flies. 

Men. You've made good work. 
You and your apron-men ; that flood fo much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlic-eaters. 

Com. He'll fliake your Rome about your ears. 
Men. As Hercules did fliake down mellow fruit : 
You have made fair, work ! 
Bru. But is this true, Sir ? 
Com. Ay, and you'll look pale 
Before you find it other. All the Regions 
Do feemingly revolt; and, who refift. 
Are mock'd for valiant ignorance. 
And perifli conftant fools ; who is't can blame him ? 
Your enemies and his find fomething in him. 

Men. We're all undone, unlefs 
The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who ftiall aflc it ? 
The Tribunes cannot do't for fliame ; the people 
Deferve fuch pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the fliepherds : his befl friends, if they 
Shou'd fay, be good to Rome; they charge him even 
As thofc (hould do that haddeferv'd his hate. 
And therein fliew'd like enemies. 

Men. 'Tis true. 
If he were putting to my houfe the brand 
That would conf^Jrae it, I have not the face 
To fay, ' Befeech you, ceafe. * You've made fair 
hand^, You 
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You and your crafts ! you've crafted fair! 

Com. You've brought 
A trembling upon Rome^ fuch as was never 
^o incapable of help. 

TrL Say not, we brought it. 

M^n, How? was it we? we lov'd iiim; but^ like 
bealls. 
And coward Nobles, gave way to your clufiers. 
Who did hoot him out o'th' city. 

Com. But I fear, 
They'll roar him in again, ttdlus Aufidius, 
The fecond name of men, obeys his points 
As if he wei« his officer : Defperation 
Is all the policy, flrcngth, and defence. 
That Rome can make againft them. 

SCENE VH. 

Enter a Troop of Citizens. 

Men. TTERE co-me the cluftera. 

X jL And is Aufidius with him ? You are they. 
That made the air unwholefome, when youxafi 
If our (linking, greafy caps,, in hooting at 
Coriolanus^ Exile. Now he's coming. 
And not a hair upon a fqldier's head. 
Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs. 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. 'Tis no matter. 
If he fiiould burn us all into one coal. 
We have deferv'd it. 

Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful news. 

1 Cit. For mine own part. 

When I faid, banilh him ; I faid, Itwa« pity. 

2 Cit. And fo did I. 

3 Cit. And fo did I ; and to fay the truth, fo did 
very many of us i that we did, we did for the beft ; 
and tho' we willingly confented to his Banifhment, 

.^ret it was againft our will. 

Com^ 
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Tom, Y'arc goodly things; you, voices ! — 

Men, You have made good work., 
-^ou and your cry. Shairs to the Capitol ? 

Com, Oh, ay, what elfe ? [Exeunt. 

Sic, Go, maflers, get you home, be not difmay^cL 
Tbefe are a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they fo Jeem to fear. Go home. 
And (hew no fign of- fear. 

1 Cit, The Gods be good to us : coine, mailers, let^ 
Jiome. I ever laid, wc were i' th' wrong, when we 
-banifhM him. 

2 CiL So did we all ; but come, let's home. 

[Exeunt Ciiizem. 
Bru, I. do not like this news. 
Sic. Nor I. 

Bru, Let's to the Capitol ; 'would, half my wealth 
"Would buy this for a lie ! 

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt Tribunes. 

SCENE VIII. 

A Camp ; at a fmall dijiance from Rome* 
Enter Aufidius, with his Lieutenant. 

Mf, Y\ O '^ey ft'll fly to ^^' Roman? 

JLJ Lieu, I do not know what witchcraft's in 
him ; but 
Your foldiers ufe him as the grace 'fore meat. 
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end : 
'And you are darken'd in this a&ion, Sir, 
Even by your own. 

Auf. I cannot help it now, 
Unlefs, by uGng means, I lame the foot 
Of our defign. He bears himfelf more proudly 
Even to my perfon, than, I thought, he would 
When firft I did embrace him. Yet his nature 
In that^s no changling, and I muft excufe 
What cannot be amended. 

Xieu. 
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Lieu. Yet I wifli. Sir, 
(I mean for your particular) you had not 
Join d in CommiAion with him ; but had borne 
The aftion of yourfelf, or elfe to him 
Had left it folely. 

Auf. I underftand thee well ; and be thou fure, 
When he fliall come to his account, he knows not. 
What I can urge againft him ; though it feems. 
And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent ^ 
To th' vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly ; 
And (hews good hufbandry for the Vol/cian Sta^ 
Fights dragon-like, and does atchieve as foon 
As draw his fword : yet he hath left undone 
That which fliall break his neck, or hazard mine, 
When e'er we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I befeech, think you, he'll carry Rome? 

Auf, All places yield to him ere he fits down. 
And the Nobility oi Rome are his t 
The Senators and Patricians love him too : 
The Tribunes arc no foldiers ; and th^ir people 
Will be as rafli in the Repeal, as hafty 
To expel him thence. I think, he'll be. to Ronu 
* As is the Ofprey to the fifti, who takes it 
By Sovereignty of Nature. Firft, he was 
A noble fervant to them, but he could not 
Carry his honours even : whether pride, 
(Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man) whether defed of judgment, 
(To fail in the difpofing of thofe chances. 
Whereof he was the lord) or whether nature, 
(Not to be other than one thing ; not moving 
From th' caflc to th' cuQiion ; but commanding peace 
Even with the fame aufterity and garb. 
As he controlled the war ;) But one of thefe, 
(As he hath fpices of them all) not all. 
For I dare fo far free him, made him fear'd. 
So hatecU and fo banifti'd ; but he has merit 
» As is ike Ofprey -J OJpuy^ a Kind of Eagle, Ofifragih 

To 
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To rhok« it in the utt-ratice ; fo our virtues 
Lie in the interpretation of the time ; 
And Power, unto itfelf moft conimends^ble, 
Hath not a tomb fo evident, as a chair 
T extol what it hath done. 

One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one nail; 
*Right's by right fouled, ftrengths by flrengths do fail. 
Gome, let's away ; when. Gains, Rome is thine, 
Thou'rt poor'ft ofall, then fhortly art thou mine. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

A public PUce in Rome, 

Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, 
with others, 

Menenius. 

NO, ril not go 2- you hear, what he hath faid, 
Which was fometime his General ; who lov'd 
him 
In a -moft dear particular. He cdl'd me father: 
But what o' that ? go you, that banifli'd him, 
A mile before his Tent, fall down, and knee' 
The way into his mercy : nay^ if he coy'd 
To hear Commf «j fpeak, Fll keep at home.. 
Com. He would not feem to know tne. 
Men. Do you hear ? 

Com. Yet one time he did call me -by my name : 
I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have Wed together. Coriclanus 

» Rights hy right fouler,] This has no Manner 'of Scnfe. We 

ihould read, Rigkfs by right fouled. Or as it is commonly 

-written in Englijh, foiled, Uoth the French, fouler^ to. tread or trample 
V under Foot. Warburton. 

Vol. Vni. E He 
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He would not anfwer to ; forbade all names:; 
He was a kind of Nothing, tillelefs, 
'Till he had forg'd himfeif a name o' th' fire 
Of burning Rome, 

Men, Why, fo ; you'vq made good work : 
A pair of Tribunes, that have reck'd for Rome^ 
To make coals cheap : a noble memory ! 

Com, 1 minded him, how royal 'twas to pardon 
When it was leaft expeSed. He reply'd, 
It was a bare petition of a State 
To one whom they had punilh'd. 
Men. Very well, could he fay lefs ? 
Com, I offer'd to awaken his regard 
For's private friends. His anfwer to me was. 
He could not ftay to pick them in a pile 
Of noifom mufty chaff. He faid, 'twas folly. 
For one poor grain or two, to leave imburnt, 
And Hill to nofe th' offence. 

Men, For one poor grain or two ? 
I'm one of thofe : bis mother, wife, his child. 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains ; 
You are the mufty chaff .; aad you are (melt . , 
Above the Moon. We muft be burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay., pray, be patient : if ye refufe your aid 
In this fo-never-needed help, yet do not 
Upbraid us with our diftrefs? But, fure, if you 
Would be your Country's pleader, your good tongue. 
More than the inftant army we can make^ 
Might flop our Country-man. 
Men. No : I'll not meddle. 
Sic. Pray you, go to him. 
Men. What fhould I do ? 
Bru. Only make trial whs^t your love can -do 
For Rome^ tow'rds Marcius, 

Men. Well, and fay, that Marcius 
Return me, as Cominius h r^turn'd, 
Unheard : (what then ?) 
Bu( as a difcontented friend, grief-lhot 

With 
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Willi his unkirtdnefs. Say't be fo ? 

Sic, Yet your good will 
Muft have that thanks from Rome, after the meafure 
As you intended well.. 

Men, ril undertake it : 
I think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, . 
And huni at good Cominius^ much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well, he had not din'd. 
The veins unfiU'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we've ftufF'd 
Thefe pipes, and thefe conveyances of blood 
With wine and feeding, we have fuppler fouls 
Than in ourprieft-like fafts ; therefore Til watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requeft. 
And then 111 fet upon him. 

Bru. You know the very road into his kindnefs^ 
And cannot lofe your way. 

Men. Good faith. Til prove him. 
Speed how it will. I (hail ere long have knowledge 
Of my fuccefs. [Exit, 

Com. He'll never hear himi^ 

Sic. Not ? 

Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye 
Red as 'twould burn Rome ; and his injury 
The Goaler to his pity. I kneel'd before him, 
'Twas very faintly he faid, rife : difmifs'd me 
Thus, with his fpecchlefs hand. What he would do. 
He fent in writing after ^ what he would not, 
Bound with an oath not yield to new conditions : 
So that all hope is vain, unlefs bis mother 
And wife, who (as I hear) mean to folicit him, 
* Force mercy to his country. Therefore hence. 
And with our fair intreaties hafte them on. [Exeunt. 

« For mercy to his country,] Unlefs his Mothet and Wtje- — do what ? 
:tbc Sentence is im|>crfea. Wc ihould read, — Force l,leTcy to his 
■CouiUry. Warb. 

E 8 SCENE 
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S C E N E II. 

Changes to the Volfcian Camp., 
Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard. 
I Watch. Q TAY : whence are you ? 

O jt Watch. Stand, and go back. 
Men. Yoju guard like men, 'tis well. But, by your 
leave, 
I am an officer of State, and come 
To fpeak with Coriolanus. 
I Wateh. Whence ? 
Men. From Rome. 

1 Watch. You may not pafs, you muft return.: 

our General 
Will no more hear from thence. 

2 Watch. You'll fee your il(mx« embraced with fife, 

before 
You'll fpeak with Coriolanus. 

Men. Good my friends, . 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome^ 
And o( his friends there, it is Lots to Blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your. ew$ ;; it is Minenius. 

I Watch. Be it fo, go back : the virtue of your 
Name 
Is not herepaffable. 

M^n. .I.tell thee, fellow. 
Thy General is my lover : I have been 
The book of his good afts ; whence men have read 
His fame unparallel'd haply amplified: 
* For 1 hfi.ve ever narrified my friends, 

♦ For I have iver vended my friends, 8cc.] Shake/pear s mighty Ts^ 
lent in painting the Mannprs, is crpeciaUy'remapkable mthis Place. 
Menenius Rerc, and Polonius in Hamlet, have much of the fame nab* 
tural Charader. The Difference.'is only accidental. The one wat 
a Senator in a free State ; and the other a Courtier, and Minifier 
to a King ; which two Clicumftances afforded Matter for that iiii^ 
mitaljlc Ridicule thrown over the'Charadcr of Polmiis. Without 
Doubt he wrote, — For / have ever narrified my Jriends^'-^i. e. made 
their Encomium. , Warb. 

(Of 
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(Of whom-hc's chief) with all the fize that verity 
Would without lapGng fufFcr: nay, fometimes-, 
Like to a bowl upon a fub tie ground, 
I've tumbled paft the throw ; and in his praife 
Have, almoft, ftamp'd the leafing. Therefore, fellow, 
I muft have leave to pafs. 

1 Waich. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lief* 
in his behalf, as you have utter'd words in your 
own, you fhould not pafs^ here : no; though it were 
as virtuous to lie, as to live chaftly. Therefore, 
go back. 

Men, Pr'yth^c, fellow, remember, my name iy 
Menenius ; always fadionary of the Party of your 
General. 

8 Watch, Howfocver you have been' his liar, (as 
you fay, you have;) I am one that, telling true under 
him, muft fay, you cannot pafs. Therefore, go back. 

Men, Has he din'd, canft- thou tell ? for I woulcfc\ 
not fpeak with him till after dinner. 

I'WaUh, You are a Romani are you? 

Men, I am as thy General is. 

I Watch, Then you {hould hate JRome, ai he dt)e»* 
Can you, when you have pufli'd out of your gates- 
tkevery Defender of them, and, in a violent popu- 
lar ignorance, given your enemy your (hield, think 
to frpnt his revenges with the eafy groans of old wo*^ 
nien, the virginal palms of your daughters, or with 
the palfied interceflion of fuch a decay'd Dotard as . 
you feem to be ? can you thtnk to blow out the in- 
tended fire your city is ready to flame in, with fuch 
weak breath as this ? no, yoii are deceiv'd, therefore 
hack Xx>:Rome^ and prepare for your execution ; you 
are condemned, our General has fworn you out of re- 
prieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, he 
would ufe me with eftimation. 

I Wdlch, Gome, my Gapuin kaows yoa not. 

Min, I mean^ thy General. 

E 3, ,1. Watch, 
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I WatcL My Gejieral cares not for you. Back, 
I fey, go ; left I let forth your half-pint of Blood : 
that's the utmoft of your Having. Back^ back. 

Men, Nay, but fellow, fellow, 

Enter Coriolanus, with Aufidius. 

Cor. What's the matter? 

Men, Now, you companion. Til fay an errand for 
you ; you (hall know now, that I am in eftimation ; 
you fliall perceive, that a Jezt.i-gardant cannot ofiice 
me from my fon Coriolanus; guefs but my enter* 
tainroent with him; if ihou ftand'ft not i'th' flate of 
hanging, orof fome death more long in fpe6lator.{hip; 
and crueller in fufFering, behold now prcfently, and 
fwoon for what's to come upon thee. — The glorious 
Gods fit in hourly fynod about thy particular profpe^ 
rity, and love ihce no worfe than thy old father Af^- 
nenius dqcs I Oh my fon, my fon I thou art preparing 
lire for us ; look thee, here's water to quench it. I 
was hardly mov'd tocoineto thee, but being affu red, 
none but myfelf could move thee, I have been blown 
our of our gates with fighs ; and conjure thee to 
pardon Rome^ and thy petitionary Countrymen. 
The good Gods afluage thy wrath, and turn the 
dregs of it upon this varlet here; this, who, like a 
block, hath denied my a'ccefs to thee 

Cor, Away ! 

Alen, Ho w, ^a w ay ? 

Cpr. Wife, mother, child, I know nol. My affairs 
Are fcrvanted to others : though I owe 
My revenge properly, remiffion lies 
In Voljciau breafls. That we- have been familiar, 
Ingrate Forgetfulnefs Ihall poifon, ra:ther 
Than Pity note how much. — Therefore, be gon€; 
Mine ears ^igainft your fuiis are ftronger than 
Your gates againft my force. Yet, For I loved thee, 
Take this along; I writ it for thy fake^ 

[Gives him a leiter. 
And 
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And would have fent it. Another word, Mtnenius^ 
I wilL'-nQt hear thee Ppeak. — This man, Aufidius, 

■ Was my belov d in Ro7ne ; yet thou behold'll 

Auf, You keep a conftant temper. [ExeunK 

Mantnt the Guards and Menenius. 

1 Watch. Now, Sir, i« your \i2LXtiQ Menenius T 

2 Watch. Tis a Spell, you fee, of much power z . 
you know the way home again-. 

I Watch, Do you hear, how we are flient for keep* 
ing your Gteatnefs back ? 

« W<£2^/i.What caufe do you think, I have to fwoon? 

Mtiu I neither care for the world, nor your Gene- 
ral : for fuch things as yon, I can fcarce think there's 
any, y'are fo flight. He, that hath a will to die by 
himfelf, fears it not from another : let your Genera^do 
his worft. For you, be what you are, long; and your 
mifery increafe! with your age ! I fay to you, as I 
was'faid to, Away — • — [Exit, 

1 Watch, A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 Waieh, The worthy fellow is our General. He's 
the rock, the oak not to be wind-Qiakei*. [Ex, Watch, 

SCENE III. 

Re-enter Coriolanus and Aujidius. 

Cor, WJ E will before the Walls of Rome ta- 

VV ' morrow 
Set down our Hoft. My Partner in this adion, 
You muft report to th' Volfcian lords, how plainly 
I've borne this bufinefs. 

Auf, Only their Ends you have refpeded ; fiopt 
Your ears againft the general fuit of Rome : 
Never admitted private whifper, no. 
Not with fuch frien'ds that thought them fure of you. 

Cor. This laft old man, 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have fent to R^me^ 
Lov'd me above the meafure of a. father ; 

. E 4 • Nayr, 
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Nay, godded me^ indeed. Their latcft refuge 
Was to fend him : for whofe old love, I have 
(Tho' I fliewM fourly to him) once more offer'd 
The firft conditions ; (which they did refufe. 
And cannot now accept,) to grace him only. 
That thought he could do more r a very little 
I've yielded to. Frc(h embafl'y, and f^itr. 
Nor from the State, nor private friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to. — Ha ! what fhout is this ? 

[Shout within*. 
Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow, 
kk the fame time 'tis made ? I will not 

Enter Virgilia, Volurania, Valeria, young Marcius^ 
with Attendants all in Mourning., 

My wife comes foremofl, tlien the honoured mould 

Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 

The grandchild to her blood. But, oat, affcdion ! 

All bond and privilege of nature break .' 

Let it be virtuous, to be obfiinate. 

What is that cUrtTy worth ? or tbofe doveVeyes, 

Which can make Gods forfworn ?. I melt, and am not 

Of ftronger earth than others : my mother bows. 

As if Olympus to a mole-hill fhould 

In fupplication nod ; and my young boy 

Hath an afpeft of interceflion, which 

Great Nature cries, — Deny not. Let the Voffcians 

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy ; Til never. 

Be fuch a gofling to obey inftinft; but Hand. 

As- if a man were author of himfelf, 

And knew no other kin. 

Virg, My lord and huitand I 

Cor, Thefe eyes are not the fame I wore in RoTne% 

Virg. The forrow, that delivers us thus changed, 
Makes you think fo. 

Cor, Like a dull aftor now, 
I hav,e forgot my Part, and I am out, 
Even to a foIL difgrace, Beft of my flefh, 

Forgiva 
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Forgive my tyranny ; but da not fay. 

For That, forgive our Romans, — O, a kife 

Long as. my exile, fweet as my revenge I 

Now by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that kifs* 

I carried from thee. Dear; and my true lip 

Hath virgin'd it e'er (ince. — You Gods ! I prate ; 

And rhe moft noble mother of the world 

Leave unfaluted : fink, my k^ce, i th' earth ; [kneels;- 

Of thy deep duty more impreffion fhew 

Than that of common fons. 

VoL O ftand up bleft ! 
Whilft with no fofter cufhion than the flint 
Tkneel before thee, and unproperly 
Shew duty as miftaken all the while [kneels^i^ 

Between, the child and parent. 

Cor. What is this ? 
Your knees to me ? to your correded fon ? 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
FiUip the ftars : then, let the mutinous windi- 
Strike the proud cedars 'gainft the fiery Sun : 
Murdering impoffibility, to make 
What cannot be, flight work. 

VoL Thou art my warrior, 
I holp to frame thee. Do you know this lady ? 

Cor. The noble fifl:er of PopUcola, 
The moon of Rome ; chafte as the iGcle, 
Tbat's curdled by the froft from pureft fnow. 
And hangs on Dians Temple : dear Valeria ! — 

VoL This is a poor epitome of yours, 

[JJiewing young Marcius^^' 
Which by the interpretation of full time 
May fliew like all yourfelf. 

Cor. The God of foldiers. 
With the confent of fuprerae 'Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with Noblenefs,that thou may'ft prove 
To fliameun vulnerable, and flick i' th' wars 
Like a grelt fea-mark, ftanding every flaw, 
And faving thofe that eye thee ! 

E S. Vol, 
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Vol. Your knee, firrah. 

Cor, That's my brave boy. 

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myfelf 
Are faitors to you. 

Cor. I beTccch you, peace : 
Or, if you'd a(k, reracraber this before ; 
The thing, I have forfworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denial. Do not bid me 
Difmifs my foldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome\ Mechanics. Tell me not, 
Wherein I feem unnatural : defirc not 
T' allay my rages iand revenges, with 
Your colder reafoos, 

VoL Oh, no more ; no more : 
You've faid, you vvill not grant us any thing : 
For \ve have nothing elfe to alk, but That 
Which you deny already : yet we will afk. 
That if we fail in our requeft, the Blame 
May hang upon your Hardnefs ; therefore hear us. 

Cor, Aufidius, and you Voljcians^ mark ; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. — Your requeft ? 

Tio/. Should we be Glent and not fpeak, our raiment 
And flate of bodies would bewray what life 
We've led fince thy Exile. Think with thyfelf, 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hither; fince thy fight, which fhould 
Make our Eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with ' 

comforts, 
Conftrains them weep, and (hake with fear and forrow; 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to fee. 
The fon, the hufband, and the father tearing 
His Country's bowels out: and to poor we. 
Thine enmity's mo ft capital ; thou barr'ft us 
Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort 
That all but wc enjoy. For how can we, 
Alas ! how can we, for our Country pray. 
Whereto we're bound? together with thy viflory, 
Whereto we're bound? Alack f or we muft loie 

The 
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The Cotrtitry, our dear nurfe; or elfe thy perron^. 

Our comfort in the Country. We rauft find 

An eminent calamky. tho' we had 

Our wifl), which fide (hou'd win. For cither thoru 

Muft, as a foreign Recreant, be led 

Wiih manacles along our ttreet ; ar elfe , 

Triumphantly tread on thy Country's ruin. 

And bear the palm, for having bravely (bed 

Thy wife and children's blood. For rayfelf, fon, 

I purpofe not to wait on Fortune, 'till 

Thefe wars determine: if I can't perfuade thee 

Rather to (hew a noble grace to both parts. 

Than feek the end of one; thou flialt no fooner 

March to aflault thy 'Country, than to tread 

(Truft to't, thou (halt not) oh thy mother's womb, 

That brought thee to this world, 

Virg, Ay, and mine too,' 
That brought you forth this Boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. 

Boy, He (hall not tread on me : ^ 
ril run away 'till I'm bigger, but then I'll fights 

Cor, Not of a woman's tendernefs to be, 
Requires, nor child, nor woman's face, to fee : 
Tve fat loo long. 

VoL Nay, go not from us thus : 
If it were fo, that our requeft did tend^ 
To fave the Romans, thereby to deflroy 
The Volfcians vfhom you ferve, you might condemn usr, 
As poifonous of your Honour. No; our fuit 
Is, that you reconcile them : while the Voffcians 
May fay, ' This mercy we have (hew'd ;' the Romans-^ . 
' This we receiv'd ;' and each in either fide ^ 

Give the all-hail to thee ; and cry, *• Be bleft 
'For making up'this Peace!' Thouknow'ft, great fon. 
The End of War's uncertain ; but this certain, 
That if thoU' conquer Rome, the benefit, 
"Which thou (halt thereby reap, is fuch a Name, 
Whofe repetition will be dogg'd with Gurfcs : 

E 6 Whofe 
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Whofe Chronicle thus writ, ^ The man was nobler— 
' But vyith his laft attempt be wip'd it out, 
^ DeAroy'd his Country, and his name remains 
* To the enfuing age, abhorr'd.' Speak to me, fon :^ 
Thou haft afFeded the firft drains of honour, 
To imitate the graces of the Gods ; 
To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o' th' air. 
And yet to charge thy fulphur with a bolt. 
That fhould but rive an oak. Why doft not fpeak? * 
Think'It thou it honourable for a noble man 
Siill to remember wrongs ? Daughter, fpeak you : 
He cares notfor your weeping. Speak thou. Boy ; 
Perhaps, thy. childiftinefs will move him more 
Than can our.reafons. There's noonan in the world.' 
More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate 
Like one i'th' Stocks. Thou'ft never in thy life 
Shcw'd thy dear mother any courtefy ; 
When flie, (poor hen) fond of no fecond brood. 
Has clnckM thee to the wars, and fafely home, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my.Requeft's unjiift^. 
And fpurn me back.: but, if it be not fo, 
Thou art not honeft, and the Gods will plague thee;. 
That thou reftrain'ft from me. the duty, which 
To a mother's part belongs. — He turjis away : 
Down, Ladies ; let us ihame him with our kne&s^. 
To's fir-name Comolanus 'Jongs more pride. 
Than pity to our prayers. Down ; and end; 
This is the laft. So we will home ta Rome^ 
And die among. our neighbours : nay, behold us. 
This Boy, that cannot tell what Jie would have. 
But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowfhip, . 
.Does reafon our petition with more flrength 
Than thou haft to deny't. Come, let us go : 
This fellow had a Volfcian to his mother: 
His wife is in Corioli^ and this child 
Like him by chance ; yet give us our difpatch :: 
Vm hufht, until our City be a-fire ; 
And then, Til fpeak a little. / 

Con- 
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Cor. O mother, mother ! 

[Holds her b'y the hands, JilefiU 
What have you done ? behold the heav'ns do ope, 
The Gods look down, and this unnatural fcene 
They laugh at. Oh, my mother, tnother I oh!. 
YouVe won a happy viaory to Rome: 
Bm for your fon, believe it, oh, believe it; 
Moft dang'roufly you have with him prevaiFd,- 

If not moft mortal to him. Let it come: 

Aufidius^ though I cannot make true wars, 
ril frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius^ 
Were yon in my ftcad, fay, would you have heard. 
A mother lefs ? or granted lefs, Aujfidius? 

Auf. I too was mov'd. 

Cor. I dare be fworn, you were ; 
And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 
Mine eyes to fweat Gompaffion. But, good Sir,. 
What peace you'll make, advife me ; for my part^ 
ril not to Rome^ TU back with you, and pray you 
Stand to me in this caufe. O mother! wife I — 

Auf. Vm glad, thou'ft fet thy mercy and thy ho- 
nour 
At- difference in thee; out of That FU work 
Myfelf a former fortune. [AJide^ 

Cou Ay, by and by ; but we will drink together : 
And you fliall bear . [To Vol. Virg. fire. 

A better witnefs back than words^ which we. 
On like conditions, will. have counter-feard. 
* Come, enter with us. 

Auf. Ladies, you deferve 
To have a Temple built you : all the fwords 
In Italy, and her confederate arms. 
Could not have made this Peace. [Exeunt; 

V Cor. Comg, enter xvitk us: Ladies^ you deferve, 8cc.] This 

Speech beginning at, Ladies, you deferve ^^yihXch is abfurdly given to 
CorwianuSy belongs to Aufidius. 

SCENE. 
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The Forum, in Rome. 

Enter Menenius and Sicinius. 
Men. QEE you yond coin o'th' Capitol^ yond cor- 
O ner-flone? 

Sic, Why, what of that? 

Men, If it be poflible for you to difplacc it with 
your little finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of 
Rome^ efpecially his mother, may prevail with him. 
But, I fay,* there is no hope in't; our throats arc 
fentenc'd, and ftay upon execution. 

Sic, Is't pofiible, that fo (hort a time can alter the 
condition of a man? 

Men, There is diflfercnce between a grub and a but- 
terfly, yet your butterfly was a grub ; this Marcius 
is grown from man to dragon : he has wings, he's 
more than a creeping ihittg. 

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me : and he no more remembers 
his rhoiher now, than an eight years old horfe. The 
tartnefs of his face fours ripe grapes. When he 
walks, be moves like an engine, and the gronnd 
fhrinks before his treading. He is able to pierce a 
corQet with his eye : talks like a knell, and his hum 
is a battery. He fits in his State as a thing made 
for Alexander, What he bids be done, is finiih'd 
with his bidding. He wants nothing of a God, but 
Eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic, Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men» I paint him in the charafler. Mark, what 
mercy his mother fliall bring from him; there is no 
more mercy in him, than there is niiik in a male 
tyger; that fliall our poor City find; and all this is 
long of you. 

Sic, The Gods be good unto us ! 

Men. 
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Afen. No, in fuch a cafe the Gods will not be good 
unto us. When we banifli'd him, vye refpeAcd not 
them: and, he returning to break our necks, they 
refped not u*, 

Entir a Meffenger. 

Mef, Sir, if you'd fave your life, fly to your houfe ; 
The Plebeians have got y<Jur fellow-tribune. 
And hale him up and down ; All fwearing, if 
The Roman Ladies bring not comfort hom^, 
They'll give him death by inches. 

Enter another Mejfenger, 

Sic. What'&4he news ? ^ [vail'd 

Mef. Good news, good news, the Ladies have pre- 
The Volfcians are diflodg'd, and Marcius gone : 
A merrier day .did never yet greet Rome^ 
No, not th' Expulfion of the Tarquins. 

Sic. Friend, 
Art certain, this is true ? is it moft certain ? 

Me/. As certain, as I know the Sun is fire: 
Where, have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it? 
Ne'er through an Arch fo hurried the blown tide, 
As the recomforied through th' gates. Why, hark 
you ? [Trumpets, Hautboys, Drums beat, all together^ 
The trumpets, fackbuis, pfalteries and fifes. 
Tabors and cymbals, and the ihoiiting Romans 
Make the Sun dance. Hark you I [AJhout withiiu 

Men. This is good nev/s : 
I will go meet the Ladies. This Volumnia 
Is worth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians, 
A City full; of Tribunes, fuch as you^ 
A Sea and Land full. You've pnay'd well to day : 
This morning, for ten thoufand of your throats 
I'd not have given a doit. Hark, how. ihey joy : - 

[Sound Jim., with thejhouti. 

Sic. Firft, the Gods blefs you for your tidings : next^ 
Accept my thankfulnefs, 

MeJ. 
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Mef, Sir, wc have all great caufe lo give great 
Sic. They're near the City? [thanks. • 

Mef. Almoft at point to enter. 
Sic. We'll meet them, and help the joy. [Exeunt, 

Enter two Senators^ with ladies^ P^JJing ever the Jlage ;- 
with other Lords, 

Sen. Behold our Patronefs, the Life oiRome .*. 
Call all. our Tribes together, praife the Gods, 
And makexriumpbant fires: ftrew flowers before tbem: 
Unfhout the noife, that h^niOi'd Mdrdus.; 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother : 
Cry, — welcome. Ladies, welcome I [Exeunt,- 

AIL Welcome, Ladies, welcome ! 

[Afiourijh with drums and trumpets^. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to a public Fiace in Antium- 
Enter TuUus Aufidius, with Attendants^ 
AuJ. /^ O tell the Lords o'th' City, I am hcre:- 

\J Deliver them-this paper: havii^^ read it. 
Bid them repair to th' market-place, where I, 
Even in theirs and in the Commons' ears. 
Will vouch the truth of it. He, I accufe. 
The city-ports by this hath entered; and 
Intends- t'appear before the people, hoping [come! 
To purge himfelf with words. Difpatch. — Moft wel- 

Enter three or Jour Confpirators of AuMius'sfaBidn. 

1 Con. How is it with our General ? 
Auf. Even fo, 

As:with a man by his own alms impoifon'd, 
And with his charity flain* 

2 Con, Moil noble Sir, . 

If you hold the fame intent, wherein 
You wi(h'd us parties ; we'll deliver yoit 
Of your great danger. 
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Auf. Sir, 1 cannot tell ; 
We muft proceed, as we do find the people. 

3 Con. Tlie people will remain uncertain, whilft 
'Twixt you there's difiFerence ; but the Fall of either 
Makes the Survivor heir of all. 

Auf. I know it ; 
And my pretext to ftrike at him admits' 
A- good conftrudion: I raifed him, and pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth ; who being fo heightcn'd^ 
He waterM his new plants with dews of flattery^ 
Seducing fo my friends ; and to this end. 
He bow'd his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unfwayable, and free. 

3 Cm* Sir, his ftoutnefs 
When he did ftand for Gonful, which he loft 
By lack of ftooping 

Auf, Tliat I would have fpoke of: 
Being banifh'd-for't, he came unto my hearth, 
Prefented to my knife his throat ; I took him. 
Made him joint fervant with me ; gave him^way. 
In all his own deC^res ; nay, let him chufe 
Out of my files, his projefts to accomplifh, 
My beft and fre(heft men ; ferv'd his defignmcnts 
In mine own perfon ; holp to reap the Fame, 
Which he did make all his ; and took fome pride 
To do myfelf this wrong; 'till, at the laft, 
I feem'd his follower, not partner ; and 
He wag'd me with, his countenance, as if. 
i had been mercenary. 

I Can* So he did, my lord: 
The army marvelTd at it, and, at laft. 
When he had carried Rome^ and that we looked 
For no lefs Spoil, than*Glory 

Auf." There was it ; 

(for which my finews (ball be ftretch'd upon him ;) 
At a few drops of women's rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he fold the Blood and Labour* 
Qf our great Aflion ; therefore {hall he die. 

And 
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And rU renew me in his Fall. But, hark ! 

[Drums and Trumpets found, with great Jhouts 
of the people. 

1 Con. Your native Town you entered like a Poft, 
And had no welcomes home ; but he returns. 
Splitting the Air with noife. 

2 Con, And patient fools, 

Whofe children he hathflain, their bafe throats tear. 
Giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage, 

Ere he exprefs himfelf, or move the people 
With what he would fay, let him feel your fword. 
Which we will fccond. When he lies along. 
After your way his Tale pronounced (hall bury 
His reafons with his body. 

Auf. Say no more, 
Here come the lords. 

Enter the Lords of the City. 

All Lords. You're mod welcome home. 

Auf ,1 have not deferv'd it. 
But worthy lords, have you ^vith heed perus*d 
What I have written to you ? 

All, We have. 

I Lord. And grieve to hear it. 
What faults he made before the laft, I think, 
Might have foui}d eafy fines : but there to end, 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our Levies, anfwering us 
With our own charge, making a treaty where 
There was a yielding: This admits no excufe. 

Auf. He approaches, you fhall hear him. 

s c E N E VI. 

Enter Coriolanus, marching with drums and colours \ 
the Commons being with him. 

Cor.T T AIL, lords; I am returned, your foldier; 
XJL No more rnfeftcd with my Country's love, 

Than 
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Than when I parted hence, but flill fubfifting 
Under your great Coramand. You are to know. 
That profperoufly I have attempted, and 
With bloody paffage Jed your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome, Our fpoils, we have brought 

home. 
Do more than counterpoife, a full third part. 
The charges of the adion. We've made peace 
With no lefs honour to the Antiates^ 
Than ftiame to th' Romans : and we here deliver, 
Subfcribed by the Confulsand Patriciaoas, 
Together with the feal o'th' Senate, what 
We have compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not, noble lords, 
But tell the traitor, in the higheft degree 
He hath abused your powers. 

Cor, Traitor !. — how now ! 

Auf, Ay, traitor, Marcius. 
Cor, Marcius ! 

Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Mareius ; dofttkou ihiuk^ 
I'll grace thee with that robbery, thy Aoirn. name 
Coriolanus in Car iolif 

You Lords and Heads o'<th' State, perfidiouQy 
He has betray'd your bufinefs, and given up 
For certain drops of fait, your city Rome I 
I fay, your city, to his wife and mother ^ 
Breaking his oath and vefolution, like 
A twift of rotten filk, never admitting * * » • 

Counfel o' th' war; but at his nurfe's tears 
He whin\i and roar'd away your viSory, 
That Pages bluQiM at him ; and men of heart 
Look'd Avondiing each at other. 

Cor. Hcar'fl thou, Mars I 

. Auf. Name not the God.' thou boy of tears t 

Cor. Ha! ^ 3 

Auf No more. 

Cor. Meafurelcfs liar, thou baft made ray heart 

Tqo gre^it for what contains it. Boy ? O flave I 

Pardon 
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Pardon me, lords, 'tis the firft time that ever 
I'm forc'dto fcold. Your judgments, ray grave lordsj, 
Muft give this Cur the Lie; and his own Notion, 
(Who wears my flripes impreft upon him ; that 
Muft bear my beating to his Grave) (ball join 
To thruft the lie unto him. 

I Lord', Peace both, and hear me fpeak. 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Vdjcians^ men and lads. 
Stain all your edges in me. Boy I falfe hound! — 
If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there, 
That, like an eagle in a dove-coat, I 
Fluttered your Volfcians in Corioli. 
Alone I did it. Boy ! 

All/, Why, noble- lords. 
Will you be put in mind of his* blind fortline, 
Which was your flaame, by this unholy braggart, 
Tore your own eyes and ears ? 

All Con. Let him die for't. 

All People, Tear him to pieces, do it prefently : 
He,kiird my fon, — ray daughter, — kill'd my couGn,— 

HjD-kiU'd my father. 

[The Croud fpeak promifcuou/ly* 

^ Lord. Peace, — no outrage — peace 

The man is noble, and his Fame folds in 
This Orb o'th' earth ; his laft ofiences to us 
Shall have judicious Hearing. Sta,nd\ Aufidius^ 
And trouble not the p«ace. 

Cor, O thai I had him. 
With fix Aufidius^^ or more, hi» tribe. 
To ufe my lawful fword 

Auf. Iniblent villain ! 

All Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. 

[The conjpimtors all draw, and kill Marcius; 
who falls ^ and Axxfidixis., flands on him. 

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf. My noble Matters, hear me fpeak. 

1: Lord. O Tullus 

9 Lord* 
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9 Lord. Thou haft done a deed, whereat 
Valour will weep. 

3 Lord, Tread not upon him matters all, be 

quiet ; 
Put up your fwords. 

Auf. My lords, when you (hall know (as in this rage 
■Provok'd by him, you«cannot) the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut oflF. Pleafe it your Honour* 
To call me to your Senate, I'll deliver 
Myfelf your loyal fervant, or endure 
Your heavieft cenfure. 

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body. 

And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the moft noble Coarfe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lord, His own impatience 

Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame.: 
'Let's make the beft of it. 
Auf, My Rage is gone, 
And I am ftruck with forrow: take him up: 
Help, three o'th' chiefeft foldiers ; I'll be one. 
Beat thou the drum, that it fpeak mournfully : 
Trail your fteel pikes. Though in this city he 
Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
Which to this hour bewail the injury, 
iYet he (hall have a noble memory, 

[Exeunt, bearing the body oy Marcius. A dead 
March Jounded. 
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JULIUS CAESAR. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

A Street in ROM E. 

Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain Commoners. 
F L A V I u s. * 

HENCE ; home, you idle creatures, get you 
home ; 
Is this a holiday ? what ! know you not. 
Being mechanical, you ought not walk 
Upon a labouring day, without the fign 
Of your profeflion ? fpeak, what trade art thou ! 

Car. Why, Sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
What dofl thou with thy heft apparel on ? 
You, Sir, What trade are you ? 

Cob. Truly, Sir, in refped of a fine workman, I 
am but, as you would fay, a cobler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou? anfwer me direflly. 

Cob. A trade. Sir, that, I hope, I may ufe with 
a fafe confcience ; which is,,indeedy Sir, a mender 
of bad foles. 

Flav. What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty 
knave, what trade ? 

Cob. Nay, I befeech you. Sir, be not out with me : 
yet if you be out. Sir, I can mend you. 

Flav. What mean'ft thou by that ? mend me, thou 
faucy fellow ? 

.Vol, VIII. -F Cob, 
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Cob. Why, Sir, cobble you. 
riav. Thou art a cobler, art thou ? 
Cob. Truly, Sir, all, that I live by, is the awl : I 
meddle with no tradefmen's matters, nor woman's 
matters ; but with-all, I am, indeed. Sir, a furgeon 
to old flioes ; when they are in great danger, I re- 
cover them. As proper men as ever t!%d u^pea 
neats-leathcr have gone upon my handy-work. 

Fla. But wherefore art not in thy (hop to-day ? 
Why doft thou lead thefe men about the fireets ? 

Co&.Truly, Sir, to wear oat their (hoes, to get my- 
felf into more work. But, indeed. Sir, we make 
holiday to fee Cafar^ and to rejoice in his triumph. 
Mar, Wherefore rejoice ! — what conqueft brings 
he home? 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, 
To grace in captive-bonds his chariot-wheels ? 
You blocks,you ftones,you worfe than fenfelcfs things! 
O you hard hearts ! you cruel men of Rome ! 
Knew you not Fomptyf many a time and oft 
Have you climbed up to walls and battlements. 
To Towers and windows, yea, to chimney tops. 
Your infants in your arms ; and there have fat 
The live- long day with patient expeftation, 
To fee great Pompey pafs the ftreets of Rome : 
And when you faw his chariot but appear. 
Have you not made an univcrfal ihout. 
Thru Tyber trembled underneath his banks 
To hear the replication of your founds. 
Made in his concave fliores ? 
And do you now put on your beft attire ? 
And do you now cull out an holiday ? 
And do you now ftrew flowers in his way. 
That comes in triumph over Pompey s blood ? 

Begone-^ 

Run (o your houfcs, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the Gods, to intermit the plague, 
That needs muft light on this ingratitude. 

Fiav. 
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Flav. Go, go-, good countrymen, and for that fault 
Affemble all the poor men of your fort ; 
Draw them to Tybers bank, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, 'till the lowed ftream 
Do k.ifs the moft exalted (ho res of all. 

[EKCunt Commoners* 
See, whe're their bafeft mettle be not mOvM ; 
They vanifli tongue-ty'd in their guiltinefs. 
Go you down that way towards the Capitol, 
This wSiy will I ; difrobe the images, 
If you do find them dcck'd with ceremonies. 

Mar. May we do fo ? 
You know it is the feaft of LupercaL 

Flav. It is no matter, let no images 
Be hung with Cafars trophies ; Fll about, 
And drive away the vulgar from the ftreets : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
Thefe growing feathers, pluckt from Cafar's wing, 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; 
Who elfe \yould foar above the view of men. 
And keep us all in fervile fearfulnefs. [Exeunt feverally,- 

s G E N E II. 

Enter Caefar, Antony, for the Courfe^ Galphurnia, 
Portia, Decius, Cicero, Brutus, Gaffius, Cafca, 
a Soothfayer, 

Caf. r^ALPHURNIA, 

^ Cafca. Peace, ho 1 Cafar fpeaks. 

Caf Calphurnia^ 

Calp. Here, my lord. 

Caf Stand you direftly in Antonius* way, 
When he doth run his Goarfc Antonius, 

Ant. Cafar^ my lord. 

Caf FoPget not in your fpeed, Antonius^ 
To touch Calphurnia ; for our Elders fay, * 
The barren, touched in this holy chafe^ 

F « Shake 
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Shake off their fleril curfc. - 

Ant. I (hall remember. 
When Cafar fays, do this ; it is performed. 

Caf. Set on, and leave no ceremony out. 

Sooth, Cajar^ 

Caf. Ha ! who calls ? 

Cafca, Bid every noife be ftill : peace yet again. 

Caf, Who is it in the Prefs, that calls on me ? 
I hear a tongue, (briller than all the mufic, 
Cry, Cafar, Speak ; Cafdr is turn'd to hear. 

Soaih, Betvare the Ides oi March. 

Caf. What roan is that ? 

Bru, A foothfayer bids you beware the Ides of 
March, 

Caf. Set him before me, let roe fee his face. 

Cajf. FelloWjCoroe from the throng, look upon Cafar. 

Caf. What fay'fl thou to me now ? fpeak once again. 

Sooth. Beware the Ides of Mar^h. 

Caf He is a dreamer, let us leave him ; pafs. 

[£?(eunt Caefar and Train. 

SCENE III. 

Manent Brutus and Caffius. 
Caf "l^/I LL you go fee the order of the Courfe ? 
W Bru. Not I. 

Caf I pray you, do. 

Eru. I am not gamefome ; I do lack fomc part 
Of that quick fpirit that is in Antony : 
Let me not hinder, Caffius, your defires ; 
ril leave you. 

Caf Brutus, I do obferve you now of late ; 
I have not from your eyes that genllenefs, 
And (hew of lov.e, as I was wont to have ; 
You bear too llubborn and too ftrange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. « 

Bru. Caffius, 
Be not deceived : if I have veil'd my look, 

I turn 
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I turn the trouble of my countenance 

Merely upon myfelf. Vexed I am. 

Of late, with paffions of fome difference 

Conceptions only proper to iliyfelf; 

Which give fome foil, perhaps, to my behaviour: 

But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd. 

Among which number, Caffius^ be you one; 

Nor conftrue any farther my neglect, 

Than that poor Brutus^ with himfelf at \^ar, 

Forgets the fliews of love to other men. 

Caf. Then, Brutus, I have much mi (look your 
paffion ; 
By means whereof, this bread of mine hath buried 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you fee your face ? 

Bru. No, Cajfius ; for the eye fees not itfclf. 
But by reflexion from fome other things. 

Caf. Tisjuft. 
And it is very mu<:h lamented, Brutus^ 
That you have no fuch mirrors, as will turn 
Your hidden worthinefs into your eye, 
That you might fee your fliadow. I have heard, 
Where many of the beft refpeft in Rorm^ 
(Except immortal Cafar) fpeaking of Brutus^ 
And groaning underneath this age's yoke, 
Have wifla'd, that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, CaJJius^ 
Th^t you' would have me feek into myfelf. 
For that which is not in me ? 
• Caf. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepared to hear ; 
And fince you know, you cannot fee yourfelf 
So well as by reflexion ; I, your glafs. 
Will modeftly difcovento yourfelf 
That of youtfelf, which yet you know not of. 
And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus : 
Were I a common laugher, or did ufe 
To ftale wiih ordinary oaths my love 
To every new proteftor? if you know, 

F 3 That 
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That I do fawn on men, and hug thera hard. 
And after fcandal them ; or if you know. 
That I profefs myfelf in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 

[Flouri/h andJhouK 

Bru. What means this Ihouting ? I do fear, the 
People 
Chufe Cafar for their King. 

Caf, Ay, do you fear it ? 
Then mull I think you would not have it fo. 

Bru. I would not, Cajfius; yet I love him well ? 
But wherefore do you hold me here fo long ? 
What is it, that you would impart to me ? 
If it be aught toward the general good. 
Set honour in one eye, and Death i' th' other. 
And I will look on Death indifferently : 
For, let the Gods fo fpeed me, as I love 
The -name of Honour, more than I fear Death. 

Caf, I know that virtue to. be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favour. 

Well, Honour is the lubjed of my fiory : 

I cannot tell, what you and other men 

Think of thi^ life ; but for my (ingle ieJf, 

I had as lief not be, as live to be 

In awe of fuch a thing as I myfelf. 

I was born free as Cafar, fo were you ; 

We both have fed as well ; and we can both 

Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 

For once upon a raw and gufly day, 

The troubled Tyb^r chafing .with his Qiores, ^ 

Cafar fays to me, dar'il thou, Caffius^ now 

Leap in with me into this angry flood. 

And fwim to yonder point ? — Upon the word. 

Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 

And bid him follow ; fo, indeed, he did. 

The torrent roar'd, and we did buflet it 

With lufly finews ; throwing it afide, 

And Hemming it with hearta of controvcrfy. 

But 
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But ere we could arrive the point propos'd, 

Cigfar cry'd. Help me, Caffius, or I fink. 

I, as yEneas, our great Anceftor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his flioulder 

The old Anchifes bear, fo, from the waves oi Tyher 

Did I the tired Cafar : and this man 

Is now become a God ; and CaJJius rs 

A wretched creature, and muft bend his body, 

If C<^/2ir carciefly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain^ 

And when the fit was on him, I did mark 

How be did (hake : 'tis true, this God did (hake ; 

His coward lips did from their colour fly, 

And that fame eye, whofc Bend dcHb awe the world. 

Did lofe its luftre; I did hear him groan : 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 

Mark him, and write his fpeeches in their books, 

Alas .' it cry'd — give me fome dripk, THinius 

As a fick girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of fucb a feeble temper flxould 

So get the ftart of the majeftic world, 

And bear the Palm alone. [Shout, Ffourj/k, 

Bru, Another general Ihout ! 
I do believe, that chefe applaufes are 
For fame new honours that are heap'd on Cafar, 

Caf, Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow world 
Like a Coloffus ; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourfelves diflionourable graves. 
Men at fometimes are matters of their fates : 
The fault, dear Brutus^ is not in our ftars. 
But in ourfelves, that we are underlings. 
jBrw/Mjand Cafar! what (hould be in thdit Cafar? 
Why fhould that name be founded, more than yours?^ 
Write them together ; yours is jis fair a name : 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with 'em, 
Brutus will flart a fpirit, as foon as Cafar. 

F 4 Now 
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Now in the names of all the Gods at once,* 
Upon what meat does this our Cafar feqd, 
'Iliat he is grown fo great? Age, thou art ftiam'd ; 
Rome^ thou haft loft the breed of noble bloods. 
When went there by an age, fince the great flood. 
But it was fara'd with more than with one man ! 
When could they fay, till now, that talk'd of Rome^ 
That her wide walls incompafs'd but one man ? 
Now is it Rome, indeed ; and room enough, 
When there is in it but one only man. 
Oh ! you and I have heard our fathers fay, 
There was a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 
Th' eternal devil to keep his ftate in Romt^ 
As eafiiy as a King. 

Hru, That you do love roe, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have feme aim : 
How i have thought of this, and of thefe times, 
1 fhall recount hca^eafter: for this prefent, 
1 would not (fo with love 1 might intrcat you) 
Be any further movM. What you have laid, 
I will confider ; what you have to fay, 
I will with patience hear ; and find a time 
Both meet to hear, and anfwer fuch high things. 
'Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this ; 
Brutus had rather be a villager. 
Than to repute himfelf a fon oi Rome 
Under fuch hard conditions, as this time 
Is like to lay upon us, 

CaJ. I am glad that my weak words 
Have ftruck but thus much fliew of fire from Brutus^ 

s c E N E IV. 

Enter Gas far and his Train, 

JSru.np'HE Games arc done, and Cxfar h returning- 
X CoJ, As they pafs by, pluck Cafca by the 
fleeve, 

And 
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And he will, after his four fafliion tell you, 
What hath proceeded worthy note to day. 

Bru. I will do fo ; but look you, Cajfius^ 

The angry fpot doth gfow on Cafar's brow. 
And all tne reft look like a chidden train. 
Calphurnias cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with fuch ferret, and fuch fiery eyes, 
As we have feen him in the Capitol, 
Being croft in conf'rence by fome Senators. 
^ Caf. Cafca will tell us what the matter is. 

Caf. Antonius^ 

Ant. Cafar ? 

Caf, Let me have men, about me that are fat. 
Sleek-headed men, and fuch as fleep a-nights ; 
Yond Cafjius has a lean and hungry look. 
He thinks too much ; fuch men, are dangerous. 

Ant, Fear him not, Cafar^ he's not dangerous ; 
He is a noble Roman^ and well given. 

Caf, 'Would he were fatter ; but I fear him not : 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, 
I'do not know the man I (liould avoid. 
So foon as that fpare Cajfius, He reads much ; 
He is a great obferver ; and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no plays. 
As thou doft, Antony ; he hears no muGc ; 
Seldom he fmiles; and fmiles in fuch a fort. 
As if he mock'd himfelf, and fcorn'd his fpirit, 
That could be movM to fmile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's eafe, 
Whilft they behold a greater than ihemfelves j 
And therefore arc they very dangerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd. 
Than what I fear ; for always I am Cafar, 
Gome on my right hand, for this ear is deaf. 
And tell me truly, what thou think'ft,of him. 

[Exeunt Gaefar and his Train, 

F 5 SGENE 



130 Julius Caesabt. 

S C E N E V. 

M^n^n* Brutus an^Caflius: Cafca, to them. 

Cafca. X70U pull'd me by the. cloak; would yoo 
X fpeak with me? 

Bru. Ay, Cafea^ tell us what hath cbanc'd to-day. 
That Cafar looks fo fad. 

Cafca. Why, you were with him, were you not? 

Bru. I Ihould not then a{k Cafca what had chanc'd^ 

Cafca. Why, there was a crown offered him; and 
being offer'd him, he put it by with the back of his 
hand thus, and then the people fell a fliouting. 

Bru, What was the fecond noife for? 

Cafca, Why, for that too. 

C<^. They {homed thrice : what was thclaftcry for? 

Cafca, Why, for that too. 

Bru, Was the crown offer'd him thrice ? 

Cafca, Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice^ 
every time gentler than other ; and at every putting 
by, mine honeft neighbours fliouted. 

Caf Who offerM him the crowa? 

Cafca. Why„ Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Cafca, 

Cafca, I can as well be hang'd, as tell the manner 
of it : it was mere foolery, I did not mark it. I f^w 
Mark Antony offer him a crown ; yet 'twas not a crown 
neither, 'twas one of thefe coronets \ and, as I told 
you, he put it by once ; but for ail that, to my 
thinking he would fain have had it. Then he offer'd 
it to him again : then he put it by again ; but, to 
my thinking, he was very loth to lay his fingers off 
it. And then he offer'd it the third time ; he put it 
the third time by ; and flill as he refus'd it, the 
rabbkment hooted, and clap'd their thopt hands, 
and threw up their fv/eaty night-caps, and utter'd 
fuc'h a deal of ftinking breath, becaufe Cc^far refus'd 
the crown, that it had almoft choaked C^far; for he 

fwooned. 
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fwootied, and fell down at it: and for mmeown 
part, I durft not laugh, for fear of opening ray lips, 
and receiving the bad air. « 

Caf, But, foft, I pray you; what, did Cajax fwoon? 
Cajcan He fell down in. the market-place, and 
foam'd at mouth, and was fpeechlefs. 

Bru. 'Tis very like ; he hath the falling Sicknefs. 
Caf, No, CdB^far hath it not; but you and I, 
And honeft Cafca^ we have the falling-ficknefs. 

Cafca. I know not what you mean by that ; but, I 
am fure, Ctpfar fell down: If the tag-rag people did 
not clap him, and hifs him, according as he pleas'd, 
and difpleas'd them, as they ufed to do the Players 
in the Theatre, I am no true man. 

Bru. What faid he, when he came unto himfelf ? 

Cafca, Marry, before he fell down,, when he per- 
ceived the common herd was glad he refused the 
Crown, h€ pluckt me ope his doublet, and offered 
them his throat to cut : An' I had been a man of any 
occupation, if I would not have taken him at a word, 
I would I might go to hell among the rogues ; and fo 
he fell. When he came to himfelf again, he faid, 
' If he had done, or faid any thing amifs, he de- 
* fir^d their Worfhips to think it was his iuBrmity.' 
Three or four wenches where I flood, cry'd, '' alas, 

''^ good foul !" and forgave him with all their 

hearts: but there's no heed to be taken of them ; if 
Cafar had ftabb'd their mothers, they would have 
done no lefs. 

Bru, And after that, he came, thus fad, away ? 

Cafcu, Ay. 

Caf, Did Cicero fay any thing? 

Cafca. Ay, he fpoke Greek. 

Caf. To what efFed ? 

Cafca. Nay, an' I tell you that, Til ne'er look you 

i' th' face again. But thofe, that underftood liim, 

frail'd at one another, and Ihook their heads ; but 

for mine own part, it was Greek to me, I could tell 

E 6 you 
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yovi more news too : Marullus and Flavins^ for pulling 
fcarfs oSCafafs Images, are put to filence, Fare.you 
well. There'was more foolery yet, if 1 could remember 
it. 

CaJ, "Will you fup with me to night, Cafca ? 

Cafca. No, 1 am promised forth. 

Caf. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 

Cafca. Ay, if 1 be alive, and your mind hold, and 
your dinner be worth the eating. 

Caf' Good, I will expeft you. . 

Cafca. bo fo: farewel Both. [ExiL 

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this gfown to be? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to fchool. 

Caf So is he^now, in executian 
Of any bold or noble enterprize. 
However he puts on this tardy form: 
This rudenefs is a fauce to his good wit, 
Which gives men ftomach to digefl his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru. And fo it is: foi' this time I will leave' you. 
To-morrow, if you pleafe to fpeak with me, 
I will come home to you; or, if you will. 
Come home to me, and I wiil.wait for you. 

Cof I will do fo ; till then, think of the world. • 

[Exit 3rutus. 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I fee, 
Thy honourable Metal may be wrought 
From what it is difpos'd ; therefore 'tis meet, 
, That noble minds keep ever with their likes: 
For who fo firm, that cannot be feduc'd ? 
Cafar doth bear me hard ; but he loves Brutus. 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Caffius^ 

He fhould not humour me. 1 will, this night. 

In feveral hands, in- at his windows throw, 
As if they came from feveral citizens, 
Wxiiings, all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name : Wherein obfcurely 
Cafar's ambition fhall be glanced at. 

And 
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And after this, let Cafar feat him fure; 

For we will {hake hira, or worfc days endure. [EscH. 

SCENE VI. 

thunder and lightning. Enter C3i(c2L, his /word drawn; 

and Cicero, meeting him, 'j^, 

Cic, /^ O O D even, Cafca; brought you C(!efar\i6jh^ 
KjT Why arc you breathlefs, and why ft^ire 
you fo ? 

Cafca, Are not you" mov'd, when all the fway of 
Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Cicero! [earth 

I have feen tempefts, when the fcolding winds 
Have riv'd the knotty oak ; and I have feen 
Th' ambitious ocean fwell, and rage, and foam. 
To be exalted with the threatning clouds : 
But never till to-night, never till now, 
Did I go through a terapeft dropping fire. 
Either there is a civil ftrife in heav'n; 
Or elfe the world, too fancy with the Gods, 
Incenfes them to fend deflruflion. 

Cic, Why, faw you any thing mor^ wonderful ? 

Cafca. A common flave, you know him well by fight. 
Held up hisjeft hand, which did flame and burn. 
Like twenty torches join'd; and yet his hand. 
Not fenfible of fire, remained unfcorch'd. 
Befides, (I ha' not fince put up my fword). 
Againft the Capitol I met a lion, 
Who glar'd upon me, and went furly by. 
Without' annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghatlly women, 
Transformed with their fear; who fwore, they faw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets. 
And yeflerday, the bird of night did fit, 
Ev'n at noon-day, upon the market-placlff 
Hooting and flirieking. When thefe prodigies 
Do fo conjointly meet, let not men fay, 
." Thefe are their reaforis, they are natural :" 

For 
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For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the Climate, that they point upon. 

Cic. Indeed, it is a ftrangc-difpofed tinne : 
But men may coaftrue things after their fafliion,. 
Glean from the purpofe of the things themfelvcj. 
Comes Cafar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 

Cafca. He doth : for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 

Cic, Good night then, Cafea ; this diftutbed iky 
Is not to walk in. 

Cafca. Farewel, Cicero, . [Exit Cicero. 

SCENE VIL 

Enter Caflius. 

CafWJ HO's ther«? 
VV Cafca. A' Roman. 

Caf Cafca^ by your voice. 

Cafca. Your ear is good. Caffius, what night is this ? 

Cjof, A verypleafing night to honeft, men. 

Cafca. Who ever knew the heaven's menace fo ? 

Caf, Thofe, that have known the earth fo full of 
faults. 
For my part, I have walked about the ftreets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night; 
And thus unbraced, Cafca^ as you fee. 
Have barM ray bofom to the thunder-ftone : 
And when the crofs blue lightning feem'd to open 
The breaft of heaven, I did prefent myfelf 
Ev'n in the aim and very flafh of it. 

Cafca. But wherefore did you fo much tempt the. 
• heavens? 
It is the part of men to fear and tremble. 
When the moft mighty G'ods, by tokens, fend 
Such dreadful heralds to aftonifli us. 

Caf You are dull, Cafca,- and thofe fparks of life. 
That fhould be in z. Ronian^ you do want. 
Or elfc you ufe not ; you look pale, and gaze, 

And 
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And put on fear, and caft yourfelf in wonder, 
To fee the ftrange impatience of the heav'ns : 
But if you would confider the true caufe, 
Why all thefe fires, why all thefe gliding ghofts, 
Why birds and beads, from quality and kind, 
Why old men, fools, and children calculate; 
Why all thefe things change, from their ordinance. 
Their natures and pre-formed faculties 
To monftrous quality; why, you fhallfind, 
That heaven has infus'd them with thefe fpirits. 
To make them inftruments of fear and warning 
Unto fome monftrous ftate. 
Now could I, Cqfca^ name to thee a man 
Molt like this dreadful night.; 
That thunders, lightens, opens Graves, and roars 
^ As doth the lion in the Capitol ; 
A man no -mightier than thyfelf, or roe. 
In perfonal aftion ; yet prodigious grown,^ 
And fearful, as thefe.flrange eruptions are. 

Cafca. 'Tis Ctefar that you mean ; is it not, €ajjiusf 
Caf, Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
Hav€ thewes and limbs like to their anceftors ; 
But, woe the while ! our fathers' minds are dead, 
And we are govern'd with our mothers' fpirits : 
Our yoke and fufF'rance fhew us womanifli. 
'^ '^afca. Indeed, they fay, the Senators to-morrow 
Mean to eftablifti Cajar as a King : 
And he Ihall wear his Crown by fea and land, 
In every place, fave here in Italy, 

C4af. I know, where I will wear this dagger then : 
Cajfius from bondage will deliver Cajfius, 
Therein, ye Gods, you make the weak moft ftrong; 
Therein, ye Gods, you tyrants do defeat ; 
Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs. 
Nor airlefs dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron. 
Can be retentive to the ftrength of fpirit; 
But life, being weary of thefe worldly bars, 
Never lacks power to difmifs itfelf. 

If 
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If I know this ? know all the world befides. 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 
1 can (bake off at pleafure. 

Cajca, So can I : 
So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. ^ 

CaJ, And why fliould Casfar be a tyrant then ? 
Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf, • * . 

But that he fees, the Romans are but (beep; 
He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 
Thofe that with hafte will make a mighty f\re. 
Begin it with weak draws. What traOi is Romef 
What rubbifti, and what offal ? when it ferves 
For the btifc matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Cafar? But, oh, grief! 
Where haft thou led me ? I, perhaps, fpeak this 
Before a willing bondman : then I know, 
My anfwer mull be made. But I am arm'd, 
And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Cafca. You fpeak to Cajca^ and to fuch a man, 
That is no Hearing telltale. Hold my hand : 
Be fadious for redrefs of all thefe "griefs, 
And I will fet this foot of mine as far, 
As who goes fartheft. 

CoJ, There's a bargain made* 
Now know you, Cafca^ I have mov'd already 
Some certain of the nobleft-minded Romans^ 
To undergo, with me, an enterprize 
Of honourable dang'rous confequence ; 
And I do know, by this they ftay for me 
In Tompeys Porch. For now, this fearful nighty 
There is no ftir, or walking in the.ftreets ; 
And the complexion of the Elements 
Is feverous, like the work we have in hand; 
Moft bloody, fiery, and moft terrible. 

Enttr Cinna. ' ;j'^- 

Cafca. Stand clofe a while, for here comes one ia 
hafte. C4 
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Cqf, 'Tis Cinna, I do know him by his' gait ; 
He is a friend. Cinna^ where hafte you fo ? 

Cin. To find you out: who's that, MeUllus Cimberf 

Caf, No, it is Cafca^ one incorporate 
To bur attempts. Am I not ftaid for, Cinna ? 

Cin, I'm glad on't. What a fearfal night is this ? 
There's two or three, of us have feen ftrange fights. 
* 'Caf. Am I not ftaid for ? tell me, 

Cin, Yes, you are. 
O Cajfius! could you win the noble Brutus 
To our party 

Caf, Be you content. Good Cinna, take this paper ; 
And look you lay it in the Praetor's chair, 
Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 
In at his window; fet this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus' Statue: all this done, 
Repair to Fompefs porch, where you fliall find us. 
Is Decius Brutus^ and Trebonius there ? 

Cifi, All, but Metellus Cimber, and he's gone 
To feek you at your houfe. Well, I will hie. 
And fo beftow thefe papers, as you bade «ie. 

Caf, That done, repair to Fompefs Theatre. 

[Exit Cinna, 
Come, Cafca, you and I will, yet, ere day, , 
See Brutus at his houfe; three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 
Upon the next encounter yields him ours. 

Cafca, O, he fits high in all the people's hearts : 
And that, which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance^likericheft alchymy, 
Will change to virtue and to worthinefs. 

Caf. Him, and his worth, and our great need of 
him. 
You have right well conceited ; let us go, 
For it is after mid-night ; and, ere day, 
• We will awake him, and be fure of him. [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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A C T II. S C E N E L 

B R u T u s'j Garden. 

Enter Brutus. 

£ & u T u s. 

WHAT, Lucius! ho 
I cannot by the progrefs of the flars^ 

Give guefs how near to day Lucius^ I fay ! 

I would, it were my fault to fleep fo foundly. 
When, Lucius^ when? awake, I fay; what, Lucius. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc, Caird you, my lord ? 

Bru. Get me a taper in my Rudy, Lucius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Luc. I will, my lord. [Exit. 

Bru. It mofl: be by his death : and, for my part, 
I know no perfonal caufe to fpurn at him ; 

But for the general. He would be crownM 

How that might change his nature, there^s the 

quedion. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder; 

And that craves wary walking : crown hira- 

that \ 

And then I grant we put a fting in him. 
That at his will he may do danger with. 
Th' abufe of Greatnefs is, when it disjoins 
Remorfe from Power: and, to fpeak truth oi Cafar, 
I have not known when his affeflions fway'd 
More than his reafon. But 'tis a common proof. 
That lowlinefs is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber-upward turns his face ; 
But when he once attains the upnioft round. 
He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
Looks in the clouds, fcorning the bafe degrees 

By 
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By which he did afcend : fo Cajar may : 

Then, left he may, prevent. And fince the quarrel 

Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 

Fafhion it thus ; that what he is, augmented, 

Would run to thefe, and thefe extremities : 

And therefore think liim as a ferpent's egg. 

Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mit 

chievous ; 
And kill him in the fliell. 

i Enter Lucius. 

Luc» The taper burneth in your clofet. Sir t 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
r This paper thus feal'd up; and, I am furey 
It did not lie there, when I went to bed. 

[Gives him the letter* 
Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day: 
* Is not to morrow, boy, the Ides of March f 
Luc, I know not, Sir. 

Bru, Look in the kalcndar^ and bring me word, 
Luc. I will, Sir. * / [Exit. 

Bru. The exhalations, whilfeing in the air, ^ 
Give fo much Kght, that I may read by Iheia. 
: [Op£ns theUtter, and reads^ 

Brutus, thoujleep^ji ; awake^ and fee th^elf: 

Shall Rome Jpeak.Jirike^ redrejs. 

\ Brutus, thou Jleep'Ji : awake. 
I Such inftigations have been often dropt^ 
Where I haUe took them up : 

Shall Rome thus muft 1 piece it out. 

Shall Rome fland under one man's awe ? what ! Rome? 
My anceftors did from the ftreets of Rome 

* Is not to-morroufy boy, the firft oj March ?] Wc fliould read Jdes:^ 
For wc can never fuppofc the Speaker to have loft fourteen Days ia 
his Account. He is here plainly ruminaling on what the Soothfayer 
told Ca/ar [AQt I. Scene 2.] in his Prefcnce, [Beware the Ides of 
March] The Boy comes back and fays, >S/7, March ij wafledjotir^ 
teen Duys, So that the Morrow was the Ides of March, as h« luppofed^ 

1 The 
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The Tarquin drive, when he was call'd a King. 

Speak, Jirike^ redrefs^ — am I entreated then 

To fpeak, and ftrikc ? O Rome I I make thee promifc. 

If the redrefs will follow, thou receiv'ft 

Thy full petition at the hand of Brutus I 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc, Sir, March is wafted fourteen days. 

[knocks within. 

Bru. 'Tis good. Go to the gate; fomc body 
knocks : [Exit Lucius. 

Since Cajfius lirft did whet me againft Cajar, 

I have not flept. 

Between the afling of a dreadful thing. 
And the firft motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantafma, or a hideous dream : 
The Genius, and the mortal inftruments 
"Are then in council ; and the ftate of man, 
Like to a little Kingdom, fufFers then 
The nature of an infurrcftion. 

Enter Lucius. 

Luc, Sir, 'tis your brother Cajfius at the door, 
"Who doth deCre to fee you. 

Bru, Is he alone ? 

Luc, No, Sir, there are more with him. 

Bru, Do you know them ? 

Luc, No, Sir, their Hats are pluckt about theh: ears, 
And half their faces buried in their Cloaks ; 
That by no means I may difcover them 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru, Let them enter. [Exit Lucius. 

Thty are the faflion, O Confpiracy ! 
Sham'ft thou to fliew thy dangerous brow by night. 
When Evils are moft free ? O then, by day 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough. 
To malk thy monftrous vifage ? feek none, Con- 
fpiracy; 

Hide 
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Hide it in Smiles and Affability : 

For if thou path, thy native femblance on, 

Not Erebus itl'elf were dim enough 

To hide thee from prevention. . 

S C E N E II. 

Enter Caffius, Gafca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus, and 

Trebonius. 
Caf. T Think, we are too bold upon your Reft ; 
A Good-morrow, Brutus^ do we trouble you ? 

Bru. I have been up this hour, awake all night. 
Know I thefe men, that come along with you ? [Afide, 

Caf, Yes, every man of them ; and no man here, 
But honours you : and every one doth wifli, 
You had but that opinion of yourfelf. 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonius. 

Bru, He is welcome hither. 

Cqf. This, Decius Brutus. ] 

Bru. He is welcome too. 

Caf, This, Cafca; this, Cinna; 
And this, Metellus Cimber, 

Bru. They are all welcome. 
What watchful cares do interpofe themfelves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Caf 'Shall I entreat a word ? . [They whifper. 

Dec. Here lies the Eaft : doth not theday break here? 

Cafca. No. 

Cin, O pardon. Sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines. 
That fret the Clouds, are meffengers of day. 

Cnfca.You fliall confefs that. you are both deceived : 
Here, as I point my fword, the Sun arifes. 
Which is a great way growing on the South, 
Weighing the youthful feafon of the year. 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firft prefents his fire ; and the high Eaft 
Stands, as the Capitol, diredly here. 

Bru. 
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Bru, Give me your hands alJ over, one by one, 

Caf. And let us fwear our refolution. 

JBru. No, noi an oaMi : if .that the Fate of roen. 

The fufferance of our fouls, the time's abufe, 

If thefe be motives weak, break off betimes ; 

And every man hence to his idleied: 

So let high-fighted tyranny range on, 

'Till each man drop by lottery. But if thefe. 

As I am fure they do, bear fire enough 

To kindle cowards, and to ftecl with valour 

The melting fpiiits of women; then, countrymen, 

What need we any fpur, but our own caufe, 

To prjct us to redrefe ? what other bond. 

Than fecret Romans^ that have fpoke the word. 

And will not palter ? and what other oath, 

Than honefty to honefly engag'd. 

That this (ball be, or we will fall for it ? 

Swear priefts, and cowards, and men cautelous. 

Old feeble ca^rrions, and fuch fufFering fouls 

That welcome wrongs : unto bad caufes, fwear 

Such creatures as men doubt ; but do not ilain 

The even virtue of our enterprize. 

Nor th' infupprefCve mettle of our fpirits ; 

To think, that or our caufe, or our performance. 

Did need an oath : When ev'ry drop of blood, 

That ev'ry Roman bears, and nobly bears, 

Is guilty of a feveral baftardy, 

If he doth break the fmalleft particle 

Of any promife that hath paft from him. 

Caf. But what of Cicero f fliall we found him ? 
I think, he will fland very flrong with us. 

Cafca. Let us not leave him out. 

Cm, No, by no means. 

Met, O let us have him, for his filver haini 
Will purchafe us a good opinion, 7" 

And buy men's voices to'commendour d'^.e^f^^^: 
It fliall be faid, his Judgment TuFd our hari^i 5"? 
Our youths and wildnefs (hall no whit apfrea^ 

^ But 
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But all be buried in his gravity. 

Bru, O, name him not : let us not break with him; 
For he will never follow any thing, 
That other men begin, 
Caf, Then leave him out. 
Cafca, Indeed, he is not lit. • 
Dec, Shall no man elfebe touch'd, but only Cegfar J 
CaJ. Decius, well urg'd ; I think, it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, fo well belov*d of Cajar^ 
I Should out-live Ca/ar: we fhall find of him 

A fhrewd contriver. And you know, his means, 
If he improve them, may well ftretch fo far. 
As to annoy us all : which to prevent. 
Let Antony 2Lnd Cafar fall together. 

Bru, Our courfe will feero too bloody, Caius CaJJius^ 
I To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs; 

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 
I For Antony is but a limb of Ctefar. 

Let us be facrificcrs, but not butchers. Gains; 
We all fland up againft the fpirit of Cafar^ , 

* And in the fpirit of man there is no blood; 
j O, that we then could come by Cafar s fpirit, 
i And not difmember Cafar! but alas! 

Cafar muft bleed for it — And, gentle friends, 
I Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfuily; 
I Let's carve him as a difli fit for the Gods, 
F Not hew him as a carcafs fit for hounds. 
And let our hearts, as fubtle mafters do. 
Stir up their fervants to an a£l of rage. 
And after feem to clvide them. This fliall make 
Our purpofe neceflary, and not envious: 
Which, fo appearing tb the common eyes, 
! We ihall be callM Purgers, not murderers. 
I And i'orMark Antony^ think /lot of him; 
i For he can do no more than Cafar s arm. 
When Cafar's head is off. 
Ccf. Yet I do fear him : 

For in th' ingrafted Jove he bears to Cafar 

Bru. 
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Bru, Alas, good Cajfius, do not think of him : 
If he love Cirfar^ all that he can do 
Is to himfeif, take thought, and die for Cafar: 
And that were much, he Ihould; for he is giv'n 
To fports, to wildnefs, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die ; 
For be will live, and laugh at this hereafter, 

[ Clock firikes. 

Bra, Peace, count the clock. 

Caf, The clock hath ftricken three. 

Treb, 'Tis time to part. 

Caf, But 'it is doubtful yet, 
If Cafar will come forth to day, or no: 
For he is fuperftitious grown of late. 
Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantafy, of dreams, and ceremonies : 
It may be, thefe apparent prodigies. 
The unaccuftom'd terror of this night, 
And the perfuafion of his augurers. 
Way hold him from the Capitol to-day, 

Dec. Never fear that ; if he be fo refolv'd, 
I can o'erfway him ; for he loves to hear, 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees. 
And bears with glaOes, elephants with holes. 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers, 
But when I tell him, he hates flatterers, 
He fays he does ; being then mod flattered. 
Leave me to work : 

For I can give his humour thetrue bent ; ■ 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Caf. Nay, we will all of us be there to fe*ch him. 

JBrtt. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoft ? 

Cm, Be that the uttermoft, and fail not then. 

Met. Caius Ugarius doth bear Cafar hard, 
Who rated him for fpeaking well of Pompejj ; 
I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 

Bru. Now, good Metellus^ go along to him: 
He loves me well; ^nd I have giv'n him reafons; 

Send 
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Send hira but hither, and Til fafliion him. 

Caf. The morning comes upoa's ; we'll leave you, 
Brutus; 
And,i'riends ! difperfe yourfelves ; but all remember 
Wbai youhavefaid, and fliew yourfelves true jR(>ma«J, 

Bru. Good Gentlemen, look frefh and merrily ; 
Xet not our looks put on our purpofes ; 
But bear it, as our Roman a&ors do, 
With untir'd fpirits, and formal conftancy ; 
And fo, good-morrow to you every one. [Exeunt. 

Manet Brutus. 

Boy ! Lucius I fad afleep ? it is no matter. 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of Slumber: 
Thou haft no figures, nor no fantafies, 
'Which bufy care draws in the brains of mea; 
Therefore thou fleep'ft fo found. 

SCENE. IIL 

Enter Porcia. 

'Tor. nRVTUS, my lord ! 

•^ Sru. Porcia^ what mean you ? wherefore rife 
you now ? 

It is not for your heahh, thus to commit 
J Your weak condition to the raw cold morning* 
' Par.Nor for yours neither. YouVe ungently, Brutus^ 

I Stole from my bed: and, yefternight at fupper, 
I You fuddenly arofe and walk'd about, 
' Mufing^and fighing,\ with your arms a-crofs : . 

And, when I alk'd you what the matter was, 

Ycm ftar'd upon me with ungentle looks. 
I I urg'd you further ; then you fcratch'd your head. 

And too impatiently ftarap'd with your foot: 

Yet I infilled, yet you anfwer'd not; 

But with an angry wafture of your hand, 

-Gave Ggn for me to leave you : f o I did, 

Vox.. VIII. * G Fcarir^y 
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Fearing to ftrengthen that impatience, 
"Which feem'd too much inkindied ; and, withal. 
Hoping it was but an eflFed of humour ; 
Which fometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor fleep; 
And could it work fo much upon your fhape. 
As it hath much prevaiFd on your condition, 
I fhould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord. 
Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief. 

Bru, I am not well in health, and that is all. 

For. Brutus is wife, and, were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bru. Why, fo I do : good Forcia^ go to bed. 

For. Is Brutus fick ? and is it phyfical 
To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours 
Of the dank morning? what, is Brutus fick? 
And will he Ileal out of his wholefome bed, 
To dare the vile contagion of the night? 
And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air, 
To add unto his ficknefs ? no, my Brutus^ 
You have fome lick offence within your mind. 
Which, by the Right and Virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: and, upon my knees, 
I charm you, by my once-commended beauty. 
By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
That you unfold to me, yourfelf, your half, 
"Why you are heavy : and what men to-night 
Have had refort to you : for here have been 
Some fix or feven, who did hide iheir faces 
Even from darknefs. - ' > 

Bru, Kneel not, gentle Porcia. 

For. 1 fhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus » 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, 1 fhould know no fecrets 
1 hat appertain to you ? am I yourfelf, 
JUu, as it were, in fort or limitation ? 
To keep with you at meals, comfort vour bed, 

And 
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And talk to yon fometiraes ? dwell I but in the fuburbs 
Of your good pleafure ? if it be no more, 
Porcia is Brutus" harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife ; 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That vifit my fad heart. 

Por, If this were true, then fliould I know this 
fecret. 
I grant, I am a woman ; but withal', 
A woman that lord Brutus took to wife : 
I grant, I am a woman ; but withal, 
A woman well reputed, Cato^s daughter. 
Think you, I am no ftronger than my fex. 
Being fo father'd, and fo hufbanded ? 
Tell me your counfels, I will not difclofe them : 
1 have made ftrong proof of my conflancy, 
Giving myfelf a voluntary wound 
Here, in the thigh: can I bear that with patience, 
And not my hufband's fecrets ? 

Bru. O ye Gods ! 
Render me worthy of this noble wife. [Knock, 

Hark, hark, one knocks : Porcia^ go in a while ; 
And, by and by, thy bofom ftiall partake 
The fecrets of ray heart. 
All my engagements I will conftrue to thee, 
All the charaflery of my fad. brows. 
Leave me with hafte. [Exit Porcia. 

Enter Lucius and Ligarius. 

Lucius^ who's there that knocks ? 

Luc. Here is a fick man, that would fpeak with you. 

Bru. Cains Ligarius, that Metellus fpake of. 
Boy, {land afide. Caius Ligarius ! how ? 

Cai. Vouchfafe good-morrow from a feeble tongue. 

Bru. O, what a time have you chofe out, brave 
Caius^ 
To wear a kerchief? 'would, you were not fick ! 

Cai. I am not fick, if Bruius have in hand 

G 9 Any 
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Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

£ru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius^ 
Had you an healthful ear to hear of it. 

Cai, By all the Gods the Romans bow before, 
I here difcard my ficknefs. Soul of Rome ! 
Brave fon, derived from honourable loins \ 
Thou, like an Exorcifl;, haft conjur'd up 
My mortified fpirit. Now bid me run, 
And I will ftrive with things irapoflible ; 
Yea, get the better of them. What's to do ? 

Bru, A piece of work, that will make fick mtn 
whole. 

Cat. But are not fbme whole, that we mud make 
fick ? 

Bru, That we muft alfo. What it is, my Caius^ 
I {hall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it muft be dpne. 

Cat. ' Set on your foot. 
And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you, 
To do I know not what : but it fufficeth. 
That Brutus leads me on. 

Bru. , Follow me then. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. 

Changes to Caef»r-i Palace. 
Thunder and Lightning. Enter Julius Caefar. 

C(ff. "VJOR heav'n, nor earth, have been at peace 

i>l to-night ; 

Thrice hath Calphurnia in her flecp cry'd out, 
'' Help, ho ! they murder Cafar.'" Who's within ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Ser. My lord ?- 



Caf. Go bid the priefts do prefent facrifice. 
And tring me their opinions of fuccefs, 

Ser. I will, my lord, [Exi4. 

Enter 






J U L I U S G AE S A R. TT^g^ 

Enter Calphurnia. 

CaL What mean you, Cafar ? think you to walk 
forth ? 
You fliall not flir out of yourhoufe to-day. 

Caf.Cafar ih^il forth ; the things, that threatned tne, 
Ne'er lookt but -on my back : when they fliaH fee 
The face of Cdfor^ they are vanifhed. 

CaL Cafar, I never ftood on ceremonies. 
Yet now they fright me : there is one within, 
(Befides the things that we have heard and feen] 
Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the Watch. 
A lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets,' 
And Graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead; 
l^'ierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks and fquadrons and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol.: 
The noife of battle hurtled in^the air ; 
Horfes did neigh, and dying men did groan; 
And Ghofts did {hriek, and fqueal about the ftreets. 
© Cafar ! tbefe things are beyond allufc, 
And 1 do fear them. 

Caf, What can be avoided^ 
Whofe end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet Ca/ar (hall go forth : for thefe predidions 
Are to the world in generally as to Cafar. 

Cat. When Beggars die, there are no comets feen ^ 
The heav'ns themfelves blaze forth the death, of 
Princes. 

Caf. Cowards die many times before their deaths^ 
The valiant never tafte of death but once: 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It feems to me moft ftrange, that men (hould fear : 
Seeing that death, a neceffary end, . 
Will come, when it will come.. 

Enter a Servant. 

Wjhat fay the Augurs ? 

G 3 Ser, 



150 Julius C ae s a h. 

Sir, They would not have you to ftir forth to-day. 
Plucking the entrails of an Offering forth. 
They could not find a heart within the beaft. 

[Exit Servant. 

Caf. The Gods do this in (haroe of cowardife : 
Cafar fhould be a bead without a heart. 
If he ihould (lay at home to-day for fear. 
No, fia/ar (hall not ; Danger knows full well. 
That Cafar is more dangerous than he. 
We were two lions litter'din one day. 
And I the elder and more terrible ; 
And Cafar fliall go, forth. 

CaL Alas, my lord, 
Your wifdom is confum'd in confidence : 
Do not go forth to-day ; call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the houfe, and not your own. 
We'll fend Mark Antony to the Senate-houfe, 
And he will fay, you are not well to-day : 
Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Caf Mark Antony (hall fay, I am npt well ; 
And, for thy huixiour, I will flay at hoojc^ 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Decius^ , 

Here's Decius Brutus^ he (hall tell them fo. 

Dec. Cafar^ all hail ! good-morrow, worthy Cafar ; 
I come to fetch you to the Senate-houfe. ' . ^ 

Caf And you are come iii very happy tirne, 
To bear mylGreeting to the Senators, 
And tell them that I will not come to-dky : ' 

Cannot, is falfe ; and that I dare not, falfer ; 
I will not come to-day ; tell them fo, Decius, 

CaL Say, he is fick. 

Caf Shall Cafar fend a lip ? 
Have I in conqueft ftretch'd mine arm fo far, 

To 
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To be afraid to tell Grey-beards the truth ? 
Decius^ go tell them, Cafar will not come. 

Dec, Moft mighty Cafar^ let me know fome caufe, 
Left I be laugh'd at, when I tell them fo. 

Caf, The caufe is in my will, I will not come ; 
That is enough to fatisfy the Senate. 
But for your private fatisfaftion, 
Becaufe I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my wife, ftays me at home : 
She dreamt laft night, (he faw my Statue, 
Which, like a fountain, with a hundred fpouts, 
Did run pure blood : and many lufty Romans 
Came fmiiing, and did bathe their hands in it. 
Thefe flie applies fox warnings and portents 
Of evils imminenjt ; and on her knee 
Hath begg'd, that I will flay at home to-day. 

Dec. This Dream is all amifs interpreted ; 
It was a Vifion fair and fortunate : 
Your Statue, fpouting blood in many pipes. 
In which fo many fmiiing Romans bath'd, 
Signifies, that from You great Rome (hall fuck * 
Reviving blood : and that Great Men (hall prefs 
For thnflures, ftains, relicks, and cognifance. 
This by Calphurnia' s Dream is li^nify'd. 

Caf. And this Vvay have you well expounded it. 

Dec, I have, when you have heard what I can fay ; 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this day a Crown to rtilghiy C afar. 
If you (hall fend them word you will not come, 
Their minds may change. BeGdes, it were a mock 
Apt to be render'd', for fome one to fay, 
Break up the Senate 'till another time. 
When Cafars wife (hall meet with better Dreams : 
If Cafar hide himfelf, (hall they not whifper, 
Lo, Cafar is afraid ! 
Pardon me, Cafar ; for my dear, dear, love 

To 
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To your proceeding bids me tell you this: 

And reafon to my love is liable. 

* CaJ. How foolifli do your Fears feem now, . Cal* 

phurnia f 
I am alfaam'd. I did yield to them. 
Give me my Robe, for I will go : 

SCENE VI. 

J?n/«r Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Cafca, Trebonm«% 
Cinna and Publius. 

And, look, where Fublius is, come to fetch me^ 

Fub. Good- morrow, Cafar. 

CaJ, Welcome, Publius. 
What, Brutus, are you ftirr'd fo early, too ? 
Good-morrow, Cafca: Caius Ligarius^ 
Cajar was ne'er fo much your enemy, 
As that fame Ague which hath made you lean.. 
What is't o' clock ? 

Bru. Cisfar, 'tis ftrucken eight. 

Caf, Ithank you for your pains and courtcfy> 

JEn/er. Antony. 
See ! Antony, that revels long o' nights. 
Is notwithflanding up. Good-morrow, Antony,. 
Ant. So to moft noble Cafar. 
Caff Bid them prepare within : 
I am to blame to be thus waited for*. 
Now, Gmnfl,- novr^ Metellus ; what, Trehoniusl. 
I have an hour's talk in ftore for you, 
Remember, that you call on me to-day ;. 
Be near me, that I may remember you. 

treh. Cafar, Lwill ; and fo near will I be^ 

[AJide. 

That your beft Friends (hallwifli I had been further. 

Caf Good Friends, go in, and tafte fome wine 

with me. 

And we, like Friends, will ftraightway go together. 

Bvu. 
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Bru. That every like is not the fame, O Cafar, 

[Afidt. 
The heart of Brutus yerns to think upon ? [Exeunh- 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to a Street near the Capitol. 
Enter Artemidorus, reading a Paper. 

CJEsSAR, beware ^Brutus; take heed o/*Caflius^- 
come not near Galea ; have an eye to Ginna ; truft 
not Trebonius ; mark well MetelluS' Gimber ; Decius 
Brutus loves thee not ; thou haji wronged Gaius Ligarius. 
There is but one mind in all thefe men^ and it is bent 
againji Caefar. If thou be'Jl not immortal^ look about thee r 
feeurity gives way to confpiracy. The mighty Gods defend 
thee ! 

, Thy Lover, Artemidorus>. 

Here will I fiand, 'till Cafdr pafs along^ 

And as a fuitor will I give him this : 

My hsart laments, that virtue cannot live 

Out of the teeth of emulation. 

If thou read this, O Cajar^ thou may'ft live ; 

If not, the fates with Traitors do contrive. [£>#» 

Enter Porcia and Lucius. 

For. I pr'ythee, Boy, run to the Senate-houfe', 
Stay not to anfwer xne, but get thee gone: 
Why doft thou ftay? 

Luc, To know my errand, Madam. 

For. I would have had thee there, and here again; 
Ere I can tell tliee what thou fhould'ft do there 

Gonftancy, be ftrong upon my fide^ 

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue; 

1 have a man's mind, but a woman's might : 
How hard it is for women to keep counfel ! 
Art thou here yet ? 

G5 Luc. 



154 Julius Caesar, 

Luc. Madam, what (bould I do ? 
Run to the Capitol, and nothing elfe ? 
And fo return to you, and nothing elfe ? 

For. Yes, bring me word, boy, ^^if thy Lord look 
well. 
For he went fickly forth:' and take good note. 
What Cafar doth, what fuitors prefs to him. 
Hark, boy ! what noife is that ? 

Luc, I hear none, Madam. 

For. Pr'ythee, liflen well : 
I heard a buflling rumour like a fray. 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing. 

Enter Artemidorus. 

For. Come hithev fellow, which way haft thou 
been? 

Art. At mine own houfe, good lady. 

For. What is't o' clock ? 

Art. Abqut the ninth hour, Laldy. 

for. Is Ca/ar yet gone to the Capitol ? 

Art. Madam, not yet ; I go to take my ftand. 
To fee him pafs on to the Capitol. 

For. Thou haft fome fuit to Cafar, hafl thou not ? 

Art. That I have. Lady, if it will pleafc Cafar 
To be fo good to Cajar^ as to hear me : 
I ftiall befeech him to befriend himfeif. 

For. Why, know'ft thou any harm intended towards 
him ? 

Art. None that I know will be, much that I fear; 
Good-morrow to you. Here the ftreet is narrow : 
The throng, that follows Ccsjar at the heels. 
Of Senators, of Praetors, common Sui.tprs, 
Will crowd a feeble Man almoft to death : 
ril g€t me to a place mor^ void, and there 
Speak to great Cajar as he comes along- [£xf/. 

For. i muft gp in — aye me ! how we^k ^ thing 
The heart of woman is 1 O Brutus ! Brutus ! 

The 
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The heavens fpeed thee in thine enterprize ! 

Sure, the Boy heard me: -Brutus hath a Suit, 

That Cdsfar will not grant. — O, I grow faint : 
Run, Lucius^ and commend me to my Lord ; 
Say, I am merry ; come to me again, 
And bring me word what he doth fay to thee. 

[Exeunt feveralty. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Street before the Capitol ; and the Capitol open, 

Eourj/k, Itn/er Cae far, Brutus, Caffius, Cafca, De- 
cius, Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepi-- 
dus, Artemidorus, Popilius, Publius, a7id the 
Soothfayer. 

C AE S A.R. 

'^r^H E Ides o( March are come. 
X Sooth. Ay, Cafar : but not gone. 

Art, Hail, Cafar : read this fchedule. 

Bee, Trebonius doth deli re you to o'er- read, 
At your beft leafure, this his humble fuit. 

Art, O Cafar, read mine firft ; for mine's avfuit, 
That touches Cafar nearer. Read it, great Cafar, 

Caf What touches us ourfelf, (hall be laft lerv'd. 

Art, Delay not, Cafar, read it inflahtly. 

Caf What, is the lellow mad ? 

Pub. Sirrah, give place. 

Caf What, urge you your petitions in the flreet ? 
Come to the Capitol. 

Fop, I wilh, your enterprize to-day may thrive. 

Caf What enterprize, Popilius? 

Pop. Fare you well. 

Bru, Wh2Lt hid Popilius Lena ?. 

Oaf, He wifli'd, to-day our enterprize might thrive : 
I fear, our purpofie ii difcovered. 

G 6 Bru 
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Bru, Look, how he makes to Cafar ; mark himv 

Caf. Cajca^ be fudden, for we fear prevention. 
Brutus, what {hall be done, if thi& be known ? 
Coffins^ or C<i^ar^ never (hall turn back ; 
For I willflay rayfelf 

Bru. Cajfius, be conftant : 
Fopilius Lena fpeaks not of our purpofe ; 
For, look, be fmiles, and Cafar doth not change. 

Caf. Trebonius knows his time ; for look you, Brutus; 
He draws Mark Antony out of the. way. 

Dec: Where is Metellus Cimber T let him go; 
And prefeptly prefer his fuit to Cafar, 

Bru. He is addreft; prcfs near, and fecond him. 

Cin. Cafca^ you are the firft that rears your band, 

Caf. Are we all ready ? what is now amifs. 
That Cafar and his Senate muft redrefs ? 

Met. Moft high, mdft mighty, and moft puiflant 
Cafar, 
Metellus Cimber throve % before thy feat [Kneeling^ 

An humble heart. 

Caf. I muft prevent thee , Cimber; 
Thefe couchings and thefe lowly curtefies 
Might flir the blood of ordinary men, 
And turn pre-ordinance and firft decree 
Into the lane of children. Be not fond. 
To think that Cafar bea^-s fuch rebel blood. 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With That which melteth- fools 5 1 ipean,fweet words; 
Low-crooked curt'fies, and bafe fpaniel fawning, 
Thy brother by decree is banifhcd; 
If thou doft bend, and pray, and fa*vn for him, 
I fpurn thee like a cur out of my way. 
Know, Cafar doth not wrong; nor without caufi^ . 
Will he be fatisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my pwii. 
To found more fweetly in great Cafar's ear. 
For the repealing of my banifti'd brother ? 

Bru. I kifs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cafar; 
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DcGring thee, that Vublius Cimber xpay 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Ctsf. What, Brutus ! 

Caf. Pardon. Cafar ; Cafar^ pardon; 
As low as to thy foot doth Cajfius fall. 
To beg enfrancbifement for Publius Cimber, 

Caf, I could be well mov'd, if I were as you ; 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me : 
But I am conftant as the northern ftar. 
Of whofe true, fixt, and refting quality, 
There is no fellow in the firmament*; 
The fkies are painted with unnumbered fparks,^ 
They arc all fire, and every one doth fhine ; 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place. 
So, in the world, 'tis furnifh'd well with men. 
And men are flefti and blood, and apprehenfive ; 
Yet, in the number, I do know* but one 
That unaffailable holds on his rank, 
Unlhak'd of motion ; and that I am he, 
Let me a little {hew it, even in this ; 
That I was conftant, Cimber fbould be banifh'd ; 
And conftant do remain to keep him fo. 

Cim. O Cafar 

Caf, Hence ! wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 

Dec. Great Cafar 

Caf Doth not Brutus bootlefs kneel ? 

Caf, Speak hands for me. [They Jiab Cxhr, 

Caf Et tu. Brute ?— then fall Cafar! [Dies. 

Cin, Liberty ! freedom ! Tyranny is dead 

Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the ftreets 

Caf Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, freedom, and enfrancbifement. 

Bru. People, and Senators I be not affrighted ; 
Fly not, ftandftill. Ambition's debt is paid. 

Cafca, Go to the Pulpit, Brutus. 

Dec, And Caffius too. 

Bru. Where's Fublius ? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutinys 

Met. 
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Met. Stand fad together, leftfome friends of Cafar*s 
Should chance 



Bru, Talk not of (landing. Ptiblius, good cheery 
There is no harm intended to your perfon, 
Nor to no Roman elfe ; fo tell them, Fuhlius. 

Caf, And leave us, Fuhlius^ left that the people, 
Rufhing on us, (hould do your age fome mifchief- 

Bru» Do fo ; and let no man abide this deed. 
But we the Doers. 

SCENE II. 

^ Enter Trebonius 

Caf. ^TiT H K R E is Antony f 

VV Tre. Fled to his houfe amaz'd. 
Men, wives, and children, ftare, cry out, and run, 
As it were Doom^-day. 

Bru. Fates ! we will know your pleafures ; 
That we Ihall dia, we know ; 'tis but the time. 
And drawing days out, that men ftand upon. 

Caf, Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts offfo many years of fearing death. 

Bru, Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are wc Cafars friends, that have abridged 
His time oF fearini; death. 

Cnfca. Stoop, Romans, Hoop ; 
And let us bathe our hands in Cafar's blood 
Up to the elbows, and befmear our fwords ; 
Then walk we forth even to the Market-place, 
And waving our red weapons o'er our heads. 
Lets all cry, *' peace ! freedom ! and liberty 1 '* 

Oaf. Stoop then, and walh — how many ages hence 
[Dipping their fwords in Gaefar's blood. 
Shall this our lofty Scene be afted o^cr. 
In States uiiborn, and accents yet unknown ? 

Bru, How many times Ihall Cafar bleed in fport, 
That now on Pompeys Bafis lies along, 
No worthier than the duft ? 

Caf. 
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Caf. So oft as that flialf be, 
So often {hall the knot of us be caird . 
The men that gave their country Tiberly. 

Dec. What, fliall we fortii ? 

Caf. Ay, every man away. 
Brutus {halL Lead,' and. we will grace his heels 
With the raoft boldeft, and beft hearts of Rome. 

Enter a Servant, 

Bru. Soft, who comes here? A friend ol Antony %• 

Ser. Thus, Brutus^ did my matter bid me kneel ; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ; [kneeling. 
And, being proilrate, thus he bade me fay, 
Brutus is noble, wife, valiant and honett ; 
Cafar was mighty, royal, bold and loving ; 
Say, I love Brutus^ and I honour him ; 
Say, I fear'd Ccefar^ honoured him, and lov'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchfafe that Antony 
May fafely come to him, and be refolv'd 
How Cafar hath deferv'd to lie in death : 
Mark Antony fhall not love Ccefar dead. 
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus^ 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod State, 
With all true faith. So fays my mafter Antony. 

Bru, Thy mafter is a wife and valiant Roman ; 
I never thought him worfe. 
Tell him, fo pleafe him come unto this place, - 
He (hall be fatisfied ; and, by my honour, 
Depart untouched. 

Ser. ril fetch him prefently. [Exit Servant. 

Bru. I know, that we fliall have him well to friend. 

Caf, I wilh, we may : but yet have I a mind. 
That fears him much ; and my mifgiving ftill 
Falls flirewdly to the purpofe. 
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SCENE III. 

EnUr Antony, 

Bru. T) U T here comes Antony. Welcome, MarK^' 
JD Antony. 

Ant. O mighty Cafar ! doft thou lie fo low ? 
Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, fpoils. 
Shrunk to this little meafure ? — fare thee well.- 
I know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank y 
If I myfelf, there is no hour fo fit 
As Cajafs death's hour; nor no inflrument 
Of half that worth as thofe your fwords, made rich 
With the mod noble blood of all this world. 
I do befeech ye, if ye bear me hard, 
Now, whilft your purpled hands do reek and fmoke, 
Fuli&l your pleafure. Live a thoufand y^ars^ 
1 fliall not find myfelf fo apt to die : 
No place will pleafe me fo, no mean of deaths 
As here by Cafar., and by you cut off. 
The choice and mafter fpirits of this age; 

Bru. O Antony! beg not your death of us : 
Though now we muft appear bloody and cruel, 
As, by our hands, and this our prefent ad. 
You fee, we do ; yet fee you but our hands. 
And this the bleeding bufinefs they have done : 
Our hearts you fee not, they are pitiful ; 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, fo pity, pity ;) 
Hath done this deed on Cafar : For your part, ^ 
To you our fwords have leaden points, Mark Antony ; 
Our arms exempt from malice ; and our hearts, 
Of brothers' temper, do receive you in 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

C/if. Your voice fliall be as ftrong as any man's 
In the difpoCng of new dignities. 

Bru. 
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Bru. Only be patient, 'till we have appeas'd 
The multitude, befide thetnfelves with fear ; 
And then we will deliver you the caufe, 
Why I, that did love Cafar when I flrook him, 
Proceeded thus. 

Ant. I doubt not of your wifdom. 
Let each man render me his bloody hand ; 
Firft, Marcus Brutus^ will I (hake with you ; 
Next, Caius CaJJius^ do I take your hand ; 
Now, Decius Brutus^ yours ; now yours, Metellus ; 
Yours, Cinna ,- and, my valiant Cafca^ yours ; 
Tho* laft, not lead in love, yours, good Treboniusi 
Gentlemen all — alas, what mall I fay ? 
My credit novsrftands on fuch flippery ground, 
That one of two bad ways you muft conceit me,-. 
Either a coward or a flatterer. 
That I did love thee, Cafar, oh, 'tis true ; 
If then thy fpirit look upon us now, 
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death,. 
To fee thy Antony making his peace,. 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 
Moft Noble I in the prefence of thy corfe ? 
Had 1 as many eyes, as thou haft wounds. 
Weeping as faft as they ftream forth thy blood. 
It would become me better, than to clofc 
In terms of friendfliip with thine enemies. 
Pardon me, Julius — here waft thou bay'd, brave hart; 
Here didft thou fall, and here thy hunters ftand 
Signed in thy fpoil, and crimfon'd in thy lethe. 
O world ! thou waft the foreft to this hart. 
And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. 
How like a deer, ftricken by many Princes, 
Doft thou here lie ? 

Cqf. Mark Antony 

Ant. Pardon me, Cains Cajfms : 
The enemies of Cafar fliall fay this : 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modefty. 

Caf. I blame you not for prailing Cafar toy 

But 
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But what coinpafl mean you to have with us ? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends, 
Or (hall we on, and not depend on you ? 

-4fif. Therefore I took your hands ; but was, indeed, 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Cajar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all ; 
Upon this hope, that you fliall give me reafons. 
Why, and wherein C^r was dangerous. 

Bru. Or elfe this were a favage fpeflaclcr 
Our reafons are fo full of good regard. 
That were you, Antony^ the Son of Ccefar^ 
You fliould be fatis&ed. . 

Ant, That's all I feek ; 
And am moreover fuitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place, 
And in the Pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in. the order of his funeral. ^ 

Bru, You fhall, Mark Antony. 

Caf, Brutus, a word with you. 

You know not what you do ; do not confent, [A^fide. 
That Antony fpeak in his funeral : 
Know you, how much the People may be mov*d . 
By That which he will utter ? 

Bru. By your pardon, 
I will myfclf into the Pulpit firft. 
And (hew the reafon of our defar^s death. 
Whiat ^nfony (hall fpeak, I will proteft 
He fpeaks by leave, and by permiffion : 
And that we are contented, Cafar (hall 
Have all due rites, and lawful ceremonies : 
It (hall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Caf, I know not what may fall, I like it not. 

Bru, Mark Antony^ here, take you defar^s body : 
You fhall not in your funeral fpeech blame us. 
But fpeak all good you can devife of Cajar ; 
And fay, you do't by our peimiffion : 
Elfe fhall you not have any hand at all 
About .his funeral. And you fhall fpeak 

Id 
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In the fame Pulpit whereto 1 am going, 
After my fpcech is ended. 

Ant. Be it fo ; 
I do defire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us. 

[Exeunt Confpiratorj^ 

SCENE IV. 

Manet Antony. 
Ant, /^ Pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth f 
KJ That I am xqcek and gentle with thefe 
butchers. 
Thou art the ruins of the nobkft man. 
That ever lived in the tide of times. 
Woe to the hand, that (bed this coftly blood ! 
Over thy wounds now do I prophefy, 
(Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg ibe voice and. utterance of my tongue) 
A curfe (hall lights* upon the line ot men; 
Domeftic fury, and fierce civil ftr^fe, , 
Shall cumber all the parts oi Italy ; 
Blood and de(lru£lioa (hall be fo in ufe. 
And dreadful objeiSs fo famUiar, 
That mothers fhall but fmile, when they behold 
Their infants quaitter'd by the'hands of war : 
All pity chok'd with cuftom of fell deeds ; 
And Catfur''^ fpitit^ ranging for revenge, » \ 
With Ate by his fidecome hot from hell. 
Shall in thefe confines, with a Monarch's voice, ; 
Cry Havock, and let flip the TDogs of war; 
Tliat this foul deed fliall fraell above the earth 
With carrion men, groaning fo> burial. 

Enter OdaviusV Ser&autk 
You ferve Odavius Ca/ar^ do you not ? 
Strv. I do, Mark Antony, 

* upon the Limbs tf/" men ;"] "We flioulcf read, 

Liac of met^i i. c. Human Race. WdrB* ' 

Ant. 
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Ant» Cafar did write for him to come to Rome.- 
Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming ; 

And bid me fay to you by word of mouth 

O Cafar I [Seeing the Body. 

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep ; 
Paffion I fee is catching ; for mine eyes. 
Seeing thofe Beads of forrow (land in thine, 
Began to water. Is thy mafter coming ? 

Str. He lies to-night within feven leagues oiRome^ 
Ant. Poft back with fpeed, and tell him what hath 
chanc'd. 
Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous R<7/7«, 
No Rome of fafety for Odavius yet ; < 

Hie hence, and'tell him fo. Yet flay a while r 
Thou (halt not back, 'till I have borne this corfc 
Into the market-place : there (hall I try 
In my Oration, how the people take 
The cruel iffue of thefe bloody men ; 
According to the which, thou (halt difcourfe 
To young Odlavius of the date of things. 
Lend me your hand. [Exeunt xoitK Caefar-j hodp 

S C E N E ■ V. 

Changes to the Forum, r 

Enter Brutus, and mounts the Roftra.; Caflius^ with 
the Plebeians. 

Beh. T/l/E will be fatisfied ; let us be fatJsfied^ 
VV Bru, Then follow me, and give me 
audience, friends. 
Cajius^ go you into the other flrcet. 
And part the numbers : 

Thofe, that will hear roe fpeak, let'em ftay here; 
Thofe, that will follow Cajfius, go with him. 5 
And public reafons (hall be- rendered- 
Of C^^fafs death. 

I Keb. 
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-I yUb. I will hear Bruins fpeak. 

2 FUb. I will hear Cajfius, and compare their 

reafons, 
When fev' rally we hear them rendered. 

[Exit Caffius, withfome of the Plebeians. 

3 Pleb. The noble Brutus is afcended : filence ! 
Bru. Be patient 'till the laft. 

Ramans^ Countrymen, and Lovers ! hear me for 
my caufe ; and be filent, that you may hear. Believe 
me for mine honour, and have refpeft to mine honour, 
that you may believe. Ceofure me in your wifdom, 
and awake your fenfes, that you may the better judge. 
If there be any in this aflembly, any dear friend of 
Gtg/ar's, to him I fay, that Brutus' s love to Cafar 
was no lefs than his. If then that friend demand, 
why Brutus rofe againft Cafar^ this is my Anfwcr : 
Not that I lov'd Cafar lefs, but that I lov'd Rome 
more. Had you rather defar were living, and die 
all flaves ; than that Cafar were dead, to live all 
free-men ? As Cafar lov^d me, I weep for him ; as 
he was fortunate, I rejoice at it ; as he was valitint, 
I honour him ; but as he was ambitious, I flew him. 
There are tears for his love, joy for his fortune, 
honour for his valour, and death for his ambition. 
Who^s iere fo bafe, that would be a bond-man ? If 
any, fpeak ; for him have I offended. Who's here 
fo rude, that would not be a Roman ? if any, fpeak ; 
for him have I offended. - Who is here fo vile, that 
will not love his Country ? if any, fpeak ; for him 
have I offended 1 paufe for a reply 

All, None, Brutus, none. 

Bru, Then none have I offended — I have done no 

more to Cafar, ibdm you fhall do to Brutus, The 

queftion of his death is inroU'd in the Capitol ; his 

glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor 

,-his offences enforced, for which he fuffered death. 

Enter 
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Enter' Mark Antony with Casfar's body. 

Here conies his body, raournM by Mark Antony ; who, 
though he had no hand in his death, (hall receive the 
benefit of his dying, a place, in the Commonwealth ; 
as which of you fhall not ? With this I depart, that 
as I flew my beft lover for the good of Rome ; I have 
the fame dagger for myfelf, when it Ihall pleafe my 
Gountry to need my death. 

All, Live, Brutus, live ! live ! 

I Pleb. Bring him with triumph home unto his 
houfe. 

« Pleb, Give him a ftatue with his Anceljors. 

3 Fleb, Let him be Cafar. 

4 Eeb, Cafar s better Parts 
Shall be crown'd in Brutus, 

1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his houfe with fhouts 

and clamours. ^ 
Bru, My Countrymen 

2 Pleb, Peace! filence! Brutus fpeak.s. 
1 Pleb. Peace, ho ! 

f Bru. Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 

And, for my fake, ftay here with Antony; 

Do grace to Cafar ^ corps, and grace his fpeech 

Tending to Cajars glories ; which Mark Antony 

By our permiflion is allowed to make. 

I do intreat you, not a man depart. 

Save I alone, till Antony have fpoke. [Exit, 

SCENE VI. 

I P/e&.Q TAY, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony, 

^ 3 Pleb, Let him go up into the public 
Chair, 
We'll hear him : noble Antony^ go up. 

Ant, For Brutus'" fake, I am beholden to you. 
4 Pleb. What does he fay of Brutus? 

3 ^>^- 
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3 Pleb. He fays, for Brutus' fake 
He finds himfelf beholden to us all. 

4 Feb-'Twcrc beft he fpeak no harm oii Brutus here. 

1 Pleb, This C(^fciT was a Tyrant. 
3 Pleb, Nay, that's certain; 

We are bleft, that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Pleb. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can fay. 
Ant, You gentle Romans 

All, Peace, ho, let us hear him. 

Ant, Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your 
ears ; 
I come to bury Cafar, not to praife him. 
The Evil, that men do, lives after them ; 
The Good is •oft interred with their bones ; 
So let it be with Cmfar ! noble Brutus 
Hath told you, Cafar was ambitious ; 
If it were fo, it was a grievous fault ; 
And grievoufly hath Cafar anfwer'd it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reft, 
(For Brutus is an honourable man, 
So are they all, all honourable men) 
Come I to fpeak in C<g/5zr's funeral. 
He was my triend, faithful and juft to me ; 
But Brutus fays, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
He hath brought many captives home to Rofne, 
Whofe ranfoms did the general coffers fill ; 
Did this in Caefar feem ambitious ? 
When that the poor have cry'd, Cafar hath wept; 
Ambition fhould be made of fterner Huff. 
Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious ; 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did lee, that, on the Lupercal^ 
I thrice prefenied him a kingly crown ; 
Which he did thrice refufe. Was this ambition ? 
Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious ; 
And, fure, he is an honourable man. 
I fpeak not, to difprove what Brutus fpoke, 

But 
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But here I am to fpeak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without caufc : 

"What caufe withholds you then to mourn for him ? 

O judgment ! thou art fled to brutifh beafts. 

And men have loft their reafon — bear with me, 

My heart is in the cofiin there with Cafar^ 

And I muft paufe 'till it come back to me. 

I Beb. Methinks, there is much reafon in his 
fayings. 
If thou confider rightly of the matter, 
Cafar has had great wrong. 

^ PUb. tias he, Matters ? I fear there will a worfc 
come in his pk<;e. 

4 P/(^. Mark'd ye his words ? he would not take 
the crown ; 
Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

1 Eeb. If it be found fo, fome will dear abide it. 

8 Pleb. Poor foul ! his ,eyes arc red as fire with 
weeping. 

3 FUb, There's not a nobler man in Rome than 

Antony, 

4 FUb. Now. mark him, he begins to fpeak. 
Ant» But yefterday the word of Cafar might 

Have ftood againft the world ; now lies he there. 
And none fo poor to do him reverence. 

mafters ! if I were difpos'd to ftir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 fliould do Brutus wrong, and Cajfius wrong; 
Who, you all know, are honourable men. 

I will not do them wrong: I rather chufe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong my fe If and you; 
Than I will wrong fuch honourable men. 
But here's a parchment, with the feal oi Cafar ^ 
1 found it in his clofet, 'tis his Will; 
Let but the Commons here this Teftament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 
And they would go and kifs dead Cjfar\ wounds, 
And dip their napkins in his facred blood ; 

-Yea, 
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Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 
And dying, mention it within their Wills., 
Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 
Unto their iffue. 

4 Pieb, We'll hear the Will, read it, Mark Antony, 
. Ail. The Will, the Will; we will bear Cafar's 
"Will. 

AnL Have patience, gentle friends, I muft not 
read it; 
It is not meet you know how Cafar lov'd you. 
You are not wood, you are not ftones, but men: 
And, being men, hearing the Will of C^r, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 
'Tis good you know not, that you are his heirs; 
For if you fliould — O what would come of it ? 

4 Pieb. Read the Will, we will hear it, Antony j 
You (hall read us the Will, Cafa/s Will. 

Ant, Will you be patient? will you ftay a while? 
( 1 have o'er-fliot myfelf, to tell you of it.) 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men, 
Whofe daggers have ftabb'd Cafar — I do fear it. 

4 Pieb. They were traitors honourable men! 

Aii. The Will! the Tettament! 

2 Pieb. They were vifilains, murderers ; the Will ! 
Tcad the Will. 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the WilJ ? 
Then make a ring about the corps of Cajar^ 
And let me fiiew you him, that made the Will. 
Shall I defcend ? and will you give me leave ? 

All. Come down. 

^ Pieb. Defcend. [He comes down from the pulpit. 

3 Pltb. You fhall have leave. 

4 Pieb. A ring ; ftand round, 

1 Pieb. Stand from the hearfe, ftand from the body,. 
2' Pieb. Room for Antony — moft noble Antony. 
Ant. Nay, prefs not fo upon me, ftand far off. 

All. Stand back room -bear back 

Ant. If ycu have tears, prepare to flied them now. 
Vol Vfll H You 
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You all do know this mantle ; I remember. 
The firft lime ever Cajar put it on, 
^Twas on a fummer's evening in iiis tent, 

That day he overcame the Nervii 

Look ! in this place, ran Cajfius" dagger through; — 

Sec, what a rent the.envidus Cafca made. 

Through this, the well-beloved Brutus (labb*d; 

And as he pluck-d his curfed fleel away, 

Mark, how the blood of Cafar followed it ! 

As rufliing out of doors, to be refolv'd. 

If Brutus fo unkindly knocked, or no ? 

For Brutus^ as you know, was Cajar*i angel. 

Judge, oh you Gods .' how dearly Cajar lov'd him ; 

This, this, was the unkindeft cut of all f 

For when the noble CaJar faw him ftab. 

Ingratitude, mpre ftrong than traitors' arms, 

Quite vanquifh'd him ; then burft his mighty heart : 

And, in his mantle muffling up his face. 

Which all the while ran blood, great CaJar fell. 

Even at the Bafe oi Pompeys Statue. 

O what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 

Then I, and you, arid all of us fell down : . 

Whilft bloody treafon flourifh'd over us. 

O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel . 

The dint of pity ; thefe are gracious drops. 

Kind fouls ! what-, weep you when you but behold 

Our C^^r'svefture wounded? look you here! 

Ik re is himfclf, raarr'd, as you fee, by traitors. 

1 Pleb» O piteous fpedacle !- 

2 PUb, O noble Cafer! 

3 PUb. O wofulday! 

4 Pieb. O traitors, villains ! , 

1 PUb. O moft bloody light ! 

2 PUb. We will be revcng'd: revenge: about— 
fe-^^ — burn — fire — kill — flay! let not a traitor live. 

Ant. Stay, Countrymen 

1 Pleb. Peace there, hear the noble Antony, 

2 PUb. We'll hear him, we'll follow him, wt'll die 
withiiim. Ant. 
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Ani. Good friends, fweet friends, let me not ftir 
you up 
To fuch a fudden flood of mutiny: 
They, that have done this deed, are honourable. 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not. 
That made them doit ^ they are wife and honourable; 
And will, no doubt, with reafon anfwer you. 
I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts ; 
I am no Orator, as Brutus is : 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
That love ray friend; and that they know full well. 
That give me public leave to fpeak of him : 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
A£lion nor utterance, nor the power of fpcecb, 
To ftir men's blood ; I only fpeak right on. 
I tell you that, which you yourfelves do know ; 
Shew you fweet deefar's wounds, poor, poor, dumb 

mouths ! 
And bid them fpeak for me. But were I Brutus^ 
And Brutus^ Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Cafar^ that Ihould move 
The ftones of Rome to rife and mutiny. 

AIL We'll mutiny 

1 Heb., We'll burn the houfe of Brutus, 

3 Pleb. Away then, come, feek the confpirators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, Countrymen; yethearrae fpeak. 

AIL Peace, ho, hear Antony, moft noble Antony. 
, Ant, Why, friends, you go todoyouknownot what. 
Wherein hath Cafar ihus deferv'd your loves? 
Alas, you know not ; I mud tell you then : 
You have forgot the Will, 1 told you of. 
AIL Mofttrue— the Will— let'sftay andhearthcWill. 

Ant, Here is the Will, and under Cajars feal. 
To ev'ry Roman citizen he gives, 
To ev'ry fev'ral man, fev'nty five drachma's. 

'iFUh. Moft noble Cajar i well revenge his death. 

3 Fteh, O royal Ccejar ! 

H 2 . Ant. 



rj^ • J U L I O S C AE S A R. 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

All, Peace, bo! 

Ant. Moreover, he hath left yoti all his walks. 
His private arbours, and new-planted orchards, 
On that fide Tyber ; he bath left them you, 
And to your heirs for ever; common pleafures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourfelvejs. 
Here was a C<f/ir, when comes fuch another ? 

1 Pleb. Never, never; come, away, away; 
We'll burn his body in the holy place, 
And with tha brands fire all the traitors' houfes. 
Take up the body. 

8 Pleb, Go, fetch fire. 

3 Pleb, Pluck down benches. 

4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 

[Exeunt Plebeians zvith the body. 
Ant Now let it work ; Mifchief, thou art a foot, 
Take thou what courfe thou wilt ! — How now, fellow? 

Enter a Servant, 

Ser, OHavius is already come to Rome. 

Ant. Where is he ? 

Ser, He and Lepidus are at Cafnrs houfe. 

Ant. And thither will I flraight to vifit him; 
He comes upon a wifli. Fortune is merry. 
And in this mood will give us any thing. 

Ser. I heard him fay, Brutus and Cajfius 
Are rid, like madmen, through the gates oi Rome, 

Ant Belike, they had fome notice of the people, 
How I had mov'd them. Bring me to OUavius. 

[Exeufii* 

SCENE VII. 

Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians. 
Cin, T Dreamt to-night, that I didfeaft with C(£jar, 

X And things unluckey charge my fantafy ; 
X have uo will to wander forth of doors : 

Yet 
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Yet fomething leads me forth. 

1 Pleb. What is your name? 

2 Pleb. Whither are you going? 

3 Pleb, Where do you dwell ? 

j^^Pleb. Are you a married man, or a bachelor ? 
« Plcb, Anfwer every man, direflly, 
1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly. 

4 Pleb. Ay, and wifely. 

3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beft. 

Cin. What is my name? whither am I going? 
where do I dwell? am I a married man, or a bache- 
lor? then to anfwer every man direflly and briefly, 
wifely and truly ; wifely, I fay I am a bachelor. 

8 PUb, That's as much as to fay, they are fpolf 
that marry; youU bear me a bang for that, I fear; 
proceed direflly. 

Cin. Diredly, I am going to Cafar*s funeral* 

1 Pleb. As a friend, or an enemy ? 

Cin. As a friend« 

s Pleb. That matter is anfwer'd direflly. 

^Pleb. for your dwelling ; briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Pleb. Your name. Sir, truly. 
Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. 

I Pleb. Tear him to pieces, he's a confpirator.. 
Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet. 

4 Pleb. Tear him for his bad verfes, tear him 
for his bad verfes. 

Cin. I am not Cinna the confpirator. 

4 Eeb. It is no matter, his name's Cintia; pluck 

but his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

3 Pleb.. Tkzt him, tear him ; come, brands, bo, 

fire-brands : 

To Brutus^ to Cajfius, burn *all. Some to Decius^s 

houfe, 
And forae to Cafca's, fome to Ligarius: away, go. 

[Exeunt. 

H Q ACT 
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A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

Enter Antony^ Oflavius, and Lcpidus. 

A K t O N Y. 

TH £ S £ many then^fihall die, their names are 
prickt. 

OH. Your brother too muft die ; coafent you, Li- 
pidus? 

Lep, I do confent. 

OH. Prick him down, Antony. 

Lep, Upon condition, Publius fhall not live ^ 
Who is- your fifter's fon, Matk Antony. 

Ant. He (hall not live ; look, with a fpot I damn 
.him. 
But, Lepidus, go you to C<tfar^% hcmfc ; 
Fetch the Will hither, and we Ihall determine 
How to cut off fome charge in legaciei- 

Lep. What ? fliall I find you here ? 

OH, Or here, or at the Capitol. [Exit Lepidus. 

Ant. This is a flight, unmeritable, man. 
Meet to be fent on errands : is it fit. 
The thre^-fold world divided, he ihould fland 
One of the three to (hare it ? 

OH. So you thought him; 
And took his voice who (hould be prickt to die. 
In our black fentence and profcription. » 

Ant. OHavius^ I have feen moTC days than you ; 
And though we lay thefe honours on this man, 
To eafe ourfelvcs of divers fland' rous loads ; 
He ftiall but bear them, as the afs bears gold. 
To groan and fweat under the bufinefs. 
Or led or driven, as we point the way ; 
And, having brought our treafure where we will. 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 
Like to the empty afs, to Ihake his ears. 

And 
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And graze in commons. 

05. You may do your will ; 
But he's a try'd and valiant foldier. 

Ant. So is my horfe, O^vius : and, for that, 
I do appoint him ftofe of provender. 
It is a creature that I teach to fight^ 
To wind, to flop, to run direflly on ; 
His corporal motion governed by my fpirit. 
And, in fome tafle, is Lepidus, but fo; 
He muft be taught, and trainM, and bid go forth ; 
A barren-fpirited fellow, one that feeds 
On abje& Orts, and imitations : 
Which, outofufe, and ftalM by other men. 
Begin his falhion. Do not talk of him, 
But as a property. And now, OAavius^ 

Liften great things Brutus and Cajfius 

Are levying powers ; we mud ilraight make head. 

Therefore let our alliance be combined; 

Our beft friends made, and our beft means (Iretchtout ; 

And let us prefently go fit in council, 

How covert matters may be beft difcIos'd« 

And open perils fureft anfwercd. 

Od. Let us do fo ; for we are at the fiake, 
And bay'd about with many enemies : 
And fome, that fmile, have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of mifchiefs. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Re/ore Brutus's Tent, in the Camp near Sardis. 

Drum. £M^^r Brutus, Lucilius, and foldier s, : Titinius 
and Find2irus meeting tkem. ] • 

Bni. TAND, ho! 

O Luc. Give the word, ho ! and ftand ! 
Bru. What now, Lucilius? is Cajfius near? 
Lttc, He is at hand, and Tindatus is come 
To do you falutation from his matter. 

H 4 Brn. 
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Bru. He greets me well. Your mafter, KndartiM^ 
In his own ch/irge, or by ill officers, 
Hath given me fome worthy caufe to wi(h 
Things done, undone ; but if be be at hand, 
I £bail be fatisfied. 

Fin, I do not doubr^ 
But that my noble mafter will appear, 
Such as be is, full of regard and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word, Lucilius 

How^hc recciv d you, let me be refolv'd. 

Luc, With couTtefy, and with re£pe& enough ; 
But not with fuch familiar inftances, 
Nor with fuch free and friendly conference. 
As he hath us'd of old, 

Bru. Thou haft dcfcrib'd 
A hot friend cooling ; ever note, Lutilius^ 
IVhen love begins to ficken and decay, 
It ufeth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain, and fimple faith : 
But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand. 
Make gallant fliew and promife of their mettle ; 
But when they fliould endure the bloody fpur. 
They fall their creft, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the triaL Comes his army on ? 

LucThcy mean this night in Sardis to be quartered; 
The greater part, the horfe in general. 
Are come with CaJJius. [Low marcKwitlun, 

Enter Caflius andfotdiers. 

Bru. Hark, he is arriv'd ; 
•March gently on to meet him. - 
Caf. Stand, ho f 

Bru. Stand, ho ! fpeak the word along. 
Within. Stand I ' 
Within. Stand! 
Within. Standi 
^Caf. Moft noble brother, you have done me wtong. 
fjft*. Judge me, you Gods ! wrong I mine enemies? 

And» 
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And, if not fo, bow (hould I wrong a brotlrer ? 

Caf. Brutus:, this fober form of yours hides wrongs ? 
And when you do them-; 

Bru. CaJJius, be content. 
Speak your griefs foftly, I do know you well. 
Before the eyes of both our armies here, 
(Which (hould perceive nothing, but love, from u*)^ 
Let us not wrangle. Bid them move away ; 
Then in my Tent, Cajfius^ enlarge your griefs. 
And I will give you audience. 

Caf, Pindart^^ 
Bid our commanders lead their charges o£F 
A little from this ground. 

Bru, Lucilius^ do the like ; and let no man 
Come to our tent, 'till we have done our conferences 
Let Lucius and Tiiinius guard the door. [ExeunK 

SCENE III. 

'Changes to the Injide of Brutus' j Ttnt. 
Re-enter Brutus and Caffius. 

Ca/".'TnH AT you have wrongM me, doth appear 

J. in this. 

You have condemned and noted Lucius FiUa^ 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians; 
Wherein, my letter (praying on his fide* 
Becaufe I knew the man,) was flighted oflT. 

Bru. You wrong'd yourfelf to write in fuch a cafe^ 

Caf. In fuch a time as thi«, it is not meet 
That ev'ry nice offence fliould bear its comment. 

Bru, Yet let me tell you, Cajfius, you yourfelf 
Are much condemned to have an itching palm ; 
To fell and mart your offices for gold^ . 
To undefervers. 

Caf, I an itching palm ? 
You know, that you are Brutus, that fpeak this ; 
Or, by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your laft. 

H 5 Bru* 
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Bru, The name of Cajfius honours this corruption. 
And chaflifement doth therefore bide its head. 

Caf, Chaftifement! [member! 

Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March re- 
Did not great Julius bleed for juftice fake ? 
What villain touch'd his body, that did flab, 
And not for juftice ? what, ftiail one of us. 
That ftruck the foremoft man of all this world, 
• But for fupporting robbers ; Qiall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with bafe bribes?' 
And fell the mighty fpace of our large honours 

For fo much trafli, as may be grafped thus ? 

I had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 
Than fuch a Roman. 

Caf. Brutus^ bay not me, 
ril not endure it t you forget yourfelf, 
To hedge me in ;- I am a foldier, I, 
Older in prafiice, abler than yourfelf 
To make conditions. 

Bru. Go to ; you are not Cajfius. 

CdJ, I am. 

Bru, I fay, you are not. 

Caf. Urge me no more, I (hall forget myfelf- 



Have mind upon your health — tempt me no farther. 

Bru, Away, flight man I 

Cnf, Is't poflible? 

Bru, Hear me, for i will fpeak. 
Muft I givt way and room to your rafli choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman flares? 

Caf, O Gods ! ye Gods ! muft I endure all tliis ? 

Bru. All this ! ay, more. Fret, 'till your proud 
heart break ; 
Go, {hew your flaves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Muft I budge? , 
Muft I obferve you ? muft I fland and crouch 
Under your tefty humour ? by the Gods, 
You fliall digefl; the venom of your fpleen^ 
Tho^ it do fplit you: For, from this day forth, 

rii 
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ril life you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are wafpifh. 

Cqf. Is it come to this? 

Bru. You fay, you are a better foldier; 
Let it appear fo ; make* your Vaunting true. 
And it {hall pleafe me well. For mine own part, 
I (hall be glad to learn of noble men. 

CaJ, You wrong me every way ^you wrong mc, 

Brutus ; 
I faid, an elder foldier ; not a better. 
Did I fay, better? 

Bru, If you did, I care not. 

Caf. When Csfar liv'd, he durft not thus have 
movM me. 

Bru, Peace, peace, you durft not fo have tempted 
him. 

€af, I durft not ! 

Bru. No. 

Caf, What? durft not tempt him ? 

Bru. For your life you durft not. 

Caf, Do not prefumc too much upon my love ; 
I may do that, I ftiall be forry for. 

Bru. You have done that, you fliould be forry for. 
There is no terror, Cajfius, in your threats ; 
For I am arm'd fo ftrong in honefty, 
That they pafs by mc, as the idle wind, 
Which I refpeA not. I did fend to you 
For certain fums of gold, which you deny'd me; 
For I can raife no money by vile means ; 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And drop my bhood for drachraa^s, than to wring 
Trotn the hard hands of peafants their vile traOi, 
By any Indireftion. I did fend 
To you for gold to pay ray legions. 
Which you denied me ; was that done like Cajfmsf 
Should I have anfwer'd Caius Caffius fo ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 
To lock fuchrafcal counters from his friends, 

H 6 Be 
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Be ready, Gods, with all your tbunderboltST 
Dafli him to pieces. 

CaJ. I deny'd you not. 

jBrM. You did. 

CaJ, I did not he was but a fool, [heari. 

That brought my anfwcr back. — Bru/tijhath rivM my 
A friend fhould bear a friend's infirmities, 
T^xxt Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru» I do not. Still you pracElife them on me. 

Caf, You love me not. 

Bru. 1 do not like your faults. 

CaJ, A friendly eye could never fee fuch faults. 

Bru, A flattVer's would not, ^tho* they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus, 

Caf, Come, Antony^ and young O^vius^ come; 
Revenge yourfelves alone on Cnjfius^ 
For Cajfius is a weary of the world ; 
Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother ; 
Check'd like a bondman ; all his faults obferv'd ; 
Set in a note-book, learn d, and conn'd by rote» 
To caft into my teeth. O I could weep 
My fpirit from mine eyes ! — ^There is my dagger^ 

And here iny naked bread within, a- heart 

Dearer than Flutus* Mine, richer than gold ; 

If that thou needft a Romans^ take it forth. 

1, that deny'd thee gold, will give my h^art ; 

Strike as thou didft at Cafar; foV I know, 

When thou didft hate him worft, thou lov'dft biro 

Than ever thou lov'dft Cajfius. [bettci 

Bru. Sheath your dagger; 
Be angry when you will, it (hall have fcope ; 
Do what you wtll> difhonour Ihall be humour. 
O Caffius, you are yoked with a Lamb, 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire; 
Who, much enforced, (hews a hafty fpark^ 
And ftraight is cold again* 

Caf. Hath Cajfius liv'd 
To be but mirjth and laughter to his Br ufus, 

. * When 
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When grief, and blood ill-temper'd, vexeth him ? 

Bru. When I fpoke that, I was ill-temper'd too. 

Caf. Do you confefs fo much ? give me your hand. 

Bru. And my heart too. [Embracing. 

Caf. O Brutus I 

Bru, What's the matter ? 

Caf. Have you not love enough to bear with me. 
When that rafh humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful? 

Bru. Yes, Cajfius, and from henceforth 
When you are over-earneft with your Brulus, 
He'll think, your mother chides, and leave you fo. 

[A noife within^ 

Poet, [within,] Let me go in to fee the Generals ; 
There is fome grudge, between 'em, 'tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Luc. [within.] You (hall not come to them. 

Poet, [withii^.] Nothing bgt death flialUlay me» 

Enter Poet. 

Caf. How now ? what's the matter ? 

Poet. Forfliame, you Generals ; what do you mean ? 
Love, and be friends, as two fuch men (hould be ;^ 
For I have fecn more years, I'm fure, than ye. 

Caf. Ha, Jia— how vilely doth this Cynic rhime ! 

Bru. Get you hence, firrah ; faucy fellow, hence. 

Cqf. BeaKwith him, Brutus^ 'tis his fafliion. 

Bru. ril know his humour,vvhen he knows his time ; 
What fliould the wars do with thefe jingling fools ? 
Companion, hence. 

Caf, Away, away, begone. [ExitVotU 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Lucilius, and Titinius. 

Bru. T UCILJUS ^nd Titinius^ bid the commanders 
-*-* Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 
Caf And come yourfelves, and bring Me/fala with 
you Imme 
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Immediately to us. [Exeunt Lucilius flii^Titinius. 

Bru, Lucius^ a bowl of wine. 

Caf. I did not think, you could have been fo angry. 

Bru. O Caffius, I am fick of many griefs. 

Caf. Of your philofophy you make no ufe, 
If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bru. No man bears forrow better Porcia's dead. 

Caf. Ha! Porcia!—^ 

Bru. She is dead. 

Caf. How Tcapd I killing, when I crofl you fo? 

infupportable and touching lofs ! 
Upon what ficknefs ? * 

Bru. Impatient of my abfence ; 
And grief, that young OSlavius with Mark Antony . 
Have made thcmfelves fo ftrong: (for with her death 
That tydings came) With this fhe fell diftrad. 
And (her Attendants abfcnt) fwallow'd fire. 

Caf And dy d fa? 

Bru, Even fo. 

Caf. O ye immortal Gods ? 

Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers. 
Bru. Spcaknomoreof her: give me a bowl of winc. 
In this I bury all unkindnefs, Caffius. [Drinks. 

Caf My heart is thirfty for that noble pledge. 
.Fill, Lucius^ 'till the wine oVr fwell the cup; 

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus' love.» 

Bru. Come in, Titinius^ — welcome, good Meffala. 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Titinius, and Meffala. 

Now fit we clofe about this taper here. 
And call in queftion our neceflities. 

Caf O Porcial art thou gotie ? 

Bru, No more, I pray you. 

Meffala^ I have here received letters, 
That young OBavius^ and Mark Antony,, 

Come 
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Gome down upon us with a tnighty Power, 
Bending their expedition tow'rd Philippi, 

Mef. Myfelf have letters of the felf-fame tenour. 

Bru. With what addition? 

Mef, That by Profcription and bills of Outlawry, 
Odavius, Antony^ and Lepidus 
Have put to death an hundred Senators. 

Bru, Therein our letters do not well agree; 
Mine fpeak of fev'nty Senators that dy'd 
By their Profcriptions, Cicero being one. 

Caf. Cicero one ? 

Mef. Ciceroisdcad; and by that order of profcription. 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ? 

Bru. No, Mejfala, 

Mef Nor nothing in your letters writ of her ? 

Bru, Nothing, Meffala, 

Mef That, me thinks, is ftrange. 

Btu. Why aflc you ? hear you aught of her in yours? 

Mef No, my lord. 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman^ tell me true. 

Mef Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell; 
For certain fhe is dead, and by ftrange manner. 

Bru. Why, farewel, Parcia — -we muft die, Meffala. 
^ With meditating that flie muft die*oncc, 
. I have the patience to endure it now. 

Mef Ev'n fo great men great loffes fliould endure. 

Cuif I have as much of this in art as you. 
But yet my nature could not bear it fo. 

Bru, Well, to our Work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi prefently? 

Caf I do not think it good. 

Bru, Your reafon ? 

Caf This it is : 
'Tis better, that the enemy fcek us ; 
So fliall he waOe his means, weary his foldiers. 
Doing himfcif offLnce ; whilft we, lying ftill, 
Are full of reft, defence and nimblenefs. 

Bru, Good reafons muft of force give place to better. 

The 
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The pcpple, 'twixt Shilippi and this ground^ 
Do (land but in a forc'd afiedion ; 
For they have grudg'd us contribution. 
The enemy, marching along by them. 
By them mall make a fuller number up, 
Come on refrefiit, new added, and encourag'd r 
From which advantage (hall we cut him ofif, 
If at Philippi wc do face him there, 
Thefe People at our back. 

Caf. Hear me, good brother 

Bru. Under your pardon. — You muft note befide,. 
That wc have try'd the ulmoft of our friends. 
Our legions are brim full, our caufe is ripe i 
The enemy increafeth every day, 
Wc, at the height, are ready to decline* 
There is a tide in the affairs of men. 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune;. 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their life 
Is bound in (hallows, and in miferies» 
On fuch a full fea are we now a-float : 
Atid we muft take the current when it fervc», 
Or iofe our ventures. 

Caf. Then, with your will, go on r we will along 
Ourfelves, and meet them at Philtppi, 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk. 
And nature muft obey necelTuy ; 
Which we will niggard with a little reft. 
There is no more to fay. 

Caf, No more; good-night; 

Early to-morrow will we rife, and hence; 

Enter Lucius. *• 

Bru. Lucius, my gown ; farewel, good Meffala^ 
Good-night, Titiniusi noble, noble Caffius^ 
Good-night, and good repofe. 

Caf. O my dear brother I 
This was an ill beginning of the night : 
Never come fuch divifion 'tween our fouls ; 
Let it not, Brutus ! Enter 
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Enter Lucius with the Gown, 

Eru, Ev'ry thing is well. 

Tit. Meja. Good-night, lord Brutus, 

Bru, Farewel, every one [Exeunt* 

Give me the Gown. Where is thy inftrument ? 

Lu€. Here, in the Tent. 

Bru. What, thou fpeak'ft drow&ly ? 
Poor knave, I biame thee not; thou art p'er-watchTd* 
Call Clawlius^ and fome other of my men; 
ril have them flcep on culhions in my Tent- 

Luc^ Varro^ and Claudius I 

S C E N E VL 

Enter Varro and Claudius. 

r^r/^ A LL S my lord ? 

V^ Bru. I pray you, Sirs, He m my Tent, and 
fleep ; 
It may be, I fliall raife you by and by. 
On bufinefs to my brother Cajfius, « 

Var, So pleafe you, we will Hand, and watch your . 

pleafure. s 

Bru. I will not have it fd ; He down, good Sirs : 
It may be, I Ihall otherwife bethink m€. 
Look, Lucius^ here's the book 1 fought for fo;^ 
I put it in the pocket of my gown, 

Luc. I was fure, your lordftxip did not give it me* 
Bru. Bear with me, good boy, I am much forgetful. 
Canft thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while. 
And touch thy inftrument, a flrain or two ? 
Luc. Ay, my lord, an't pleafe you- 
Bru. It does, my boy ; 
I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing* 
Luc. it is my duty. Sir. 

Bru. I fliould not urge thy duty paft thy might ;^ 
I know, young bloods look for a time of reft. 
. Luc, I have Hept, my lord,, already. 

Bru. 
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Bru. It was well done, and thou (halt flecp again ; 
I will not hold thee long. If I do live, 
I will be good to thee. ' [Mujic and a Song. 

This is a fleepy tune O raurd'rous flumbcr ! 

Lay'ft thou thy leaden mace upon my boy. 
That plays thee mufic? gentle knave, good-night. 
I will not do thee fo much wrong to wake thee. 
If thou doft nod, thou break'ft thy inftrument, 
I'll take it from thee ; and, good boy, good-night. 
But let me fee — is not the leaf tum'd down. 
Where I left reading ? here it is, I think. 

[He Jits down to read» 

SCENE VII. 

Enter the Ghoji of Gaefar. 

How ill this taper burns I — ha! who comes here? 
I think, it is the weaknefs of mine eyes, 

That (hapes this monflrous apparition ! 

It comes upon me — Art thou any thing ? 
«Arc thou fome God, fome angel,- or feme devil, 
«That mak'dmy blood cold, and my hair to flare ? 
fipeak to me, what thou art. 

Ghoft, Thy evil fpirit, Brutus. 

Bru. Why com'ft thou ? 

Ghojl. To tell thee, thou (halt fee me at Philippi. 

Bru. Then, I (hall fee thee again. — 

Ghofi. . Ay, at Fhilippi^ [Exit GhoJl. 

Bru. Why, I will fee thee at Philippi then.— 
Now I have taken heart, thou vaniQieft : 
III Spirit, I would bold more talk with thee. 
Boy! JLucius! Varrol Claudius! Sirs! awake! 
Claudius I 

Luc, The firings, my lord, are falfe., 

Bru, He thinks, he is dill at his inftrument. 
Lucius 1 awake. 

Luc. My lord ! 

Bru, 
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Bru. Didft thou diearo, Lucius^ that thou fo cried'ft 
out? 

Luc, My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 

Bru* Yes, that thou didft i didft thou fee anything? 

LtiC. Nothing, my lord. 

Bru. Sleep again, Lucius; firrah, Claudius^ fellow ! 
Varro ! awake. 

Var. My lord ? 

Clau. My lord ! 

Bru, Why did you fo cry out. Sirs, in your fleep ? 

Both. Did wc, my lord ? 

Bru, Ay, faw you any thing? 

Var* No, my lord, I faw nothing. 

Clau, Nor I, my lord. 

Bru, Go and commend me to my brother Cajfius; 
Bid him fet on his Pow'rs betimes before, 
And we. will follow. 

Both, It fliall be dotie, my lord. [EHeimt. 



ACT V. SCENE I- 

Th€ Fields q/*Philippi, with the two Camps. 
Enter Oftavius, Antony, and their Army, 

OcTAVlUS. 

NO W, Ant(my^ our hopes are anfwered. 
You faid, the enemy would not come down^ 
But keep the hills and upper regions ; 
It proves not fo; their battles are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Fhilippi here, 
Anfwering, before we do demand of them. 

Ant. Tut, I am in their bofoms, and know 
Wherefore they do it ; they could be content 
To viGt other places, and come down 
With fearful bravery ; thinking, by this face, 

To 
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To faftcn in our thoughts that they have courage. 
But *tis not fo. ' 

Enter a Meffengir. , 

Mef. Prepare you, Generals ; 
The enemy comes on in gallant fhew ; 
Their bloody fign of battle is hung out. 
And fomething to be done immediately. 

Ant. OStavius, lead your battle foftly on. 
Upon the left hand of the even field. 

Oda. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left*. 

Ant^ Why do you crofs me in this exigent? 

OSa, I do not crofs you; but I will do fo. [March. 

S G E N E II. 

Drum. Enter Brutus, CafEus, and their Army^ 
Bru. np'HEY fland, and would have parley. 

X Caf. Stand fad, Titinius^ we mufi out and talk.* 
' Oda. Mark Antony, fhall we give fign of battle ? 
Ant* No, Ca/ar^ we will anfwer on their charge. 
Make forth, the Generals would have fame words. 
Oda. Stir not until the fignal. 
£ru. Words, before blows : is it fo, countrymen ? 
0^. Not that we love words better, as you do. 
Bru, Good words are better than bad ilrokes, OSar 

vius. 
Ant. In your bad firokes, Brutus, you give good 
words. 
Witaefs the hole you made in Cajafs heart. 
Crying, " long live ! hail, Cafar ! " 

Caf. Antony^ 
The pofture of your blows are yet unknown \ 
But for your words, they rob the Hybla bces^ 
And leave them honeyleft. 
Ant, Not ftinglefs too. 
Bru, O yes, and foundlefs too : 
For you have ftoU'n their buzzing, Antony f 

And 
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And very wifely threat, before you fling. 

Ant, Villains .' you did not fo, when your vile 
daggers 
Hack'd one another in the fides of Ctefar, 
You (hew'd your teeth like apes, , and fawn'd like 

hounds, 
And bow'd like bondmen, kiffing Cafar^s feet ; 
Whilft damned Cafca, like a cur behind. 
Struck Cafai on the neCk. O flatterers !, 

Caf. Flatterers ! now, Brutus^ thank yourfelf ; 
This tongue had not offended fo to-day. 
If Cajfius might have rul'd. [fweat, 

Oda. Come, come, the caufe. If arguing make us 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Behold, I draw a fword againft confpirators ; 
When think you, that the fword goes up again? 
Never, 'till Cafars three and twenty wounds • 
Be well aveng'd ; or 'till another Cafar 
Have added (laughter to the fword of traitors. 

Bru. Cafar^ thou canft not die by traitor's hands, 
Unlefs thou bring'fl; them with thee. 

Oda, So I hope ; 
I was not born to die on Brutus' fword. 

Bru, O, if thou wcrt the nobleftof thy Strain, 
Young man, thou couklft not die more honourable. 
Caf. A peevifli fchool-boy, worthlefs of fuch ho- 
Join'd with a malker and a reveller. * [nour. 

Am. Old CaJfmsHWll 

0£la. Come, Antony^ away ; 
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth r 
If you xlare fight to day, come to the field ; 
If not, when you have ftomachs. 

[Exeunt Oftavius, Antony, arid army. 

SCENE III. 

C^t/IX 7J ITH Y, now blow wind, fwell billow, and 

VV fwimbark! 

The fiorm is up,' and all is on the hazard. 

Bru. 
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Bru. Lucilius, — hark, a word with you. 

[Lucilius and Mcttilz ^and forth . 

Luc. My lord. [Rriitus /peaks apart to Lucilius. " 

Caf, Mejfala, 

Mef. What fays my General ? 

Caf. Mejfala, 
This is my birth-day ; as this very day 
Was Cajfius born. Give me thy hand, Mejfala : 
Be thou my witnefs, that, againft my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compeird to fet 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurus ftrong, 
And his opinion ; now I change my mind ; 
And partly credit things, that do prefagc. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoft enlign 
Two mighty eagles fell ; and there they pcrch'd ; 
Gorging and feeding from our foldiers' bands. 
Who to Philippi here conforted us : 
This morning are they fled away and gone. 
And, in their fteads, do ravenous crows and kites 
Fly o'er our heads; and downward look on us. 
As we were fickly prey ^ their Jhadows feem 
A canopy moft fatal, under which 
Our army lies ready to give the ghpft. 

Mef, Believe not fo. 

Caf. I but believe it partly ; 
For 1 am frefh of fpirit, and refolv'd 
To meet all peril very conftantly. 

Bru. Even fo, Lucilius. - 

Caf. Now, mt>ft noble Brutus, 
The Gods to-day fland friendly ; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, le^d on our days to age ! 
But fince th' aflPairs of men reft (till incertain, 
Let's reafon with the worft that may befal. 
If we do lofe this battle, then is this 
The very laft time we (hall fpeak together. 
What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru. Ev'n by the rule of that philofophy, 

»7 
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By which I did blame Cato for the death 

Which he did give himfelf; I know not how. 

But I do find it cowardly, and vile. 

For fear of what might fall, fo to prevent 

The time of life ; * * * arming myfelf with patience. 

To ftay the providence of fome high powers, 

That govern us belo^v. 

Caf. Then, if we lofe this battle. 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Thorough the ftreets of Rome ? 

Bru, No, Cajfius^ no ; think not, thou noble .R<?man,' 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great a mind. "But this fame day 
MuR end that Work, the Ides oi March begun ; 
And, whether we (hall meet again, I know not ; 
Therefore our everlafting farewel take ; 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Cajfms I \ 
If we do meet again, why, we fhall fmile ; 
If not, why, then this parting was well made. 

Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus! 
If we do meet again, we'll fmile indeed ; 
If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made. 

Bru. Why then, lead on. O, that a man might know 
The end of this day's bufinefs ere it come ! 
But it fufficeth,. that the day will end ; 
And then the end is known. Gome, ho, away. 

[Exeunt. 

. . S C E N E IV. 

Alarm, Enter Brutus and Meffala. 

Bru. T3 IDE, ride, Meffala ; ride, and give thefe bills 
Xv Unto the legions, on the other fide. 

[Loud alarm. 

arming myfelf with Patience, Sec] It is evident, that, bc- 



t^vcen thefe words and the foregoing, a fcntence is dropped out 
to this EfFed [on the contrary^ true courage is Jeen in the] arming myfelf 
with Patience^ Sec. As the Text ftands at prsfent, the two different 
Sentiments of Dijike and Approbation ^Tt tun together, as Parts related 
to «nc another. 

Let 
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Let them fct on at once ; for I perceive * 

But cold demeanor in OSlavius^ wing; 

A fudden Pufli gives them the overthrow. I 

Ride, ride, Mejfala ; let them all come down. [Exeunt. 

Alarm* Enter Caflius and Titinius. ^ 

XlaJ. O look, Titinius, look, the villains fly! 
Myfelf have to mine own turn'd enemy; 
This enfign here of mine was turning back, 
I flew the coward, and did take it from him. 

Til, O Cajfms^ Brutus gave the word too early ; 
Who, having fome advantage on OSlavius^ 
Took it too eagerly ; his foldiers fell to fpoil^ j, 

'Whil& y^'t by Antvfiy were zil inclofs'd. * 

Enter Pindarus. 

Pin, Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; 
Mark Antony is in your Tent, my Lord ; 
Fly, therefore, noble Cajfius^ fly far off. 

Caf. This hill is fat enough. Look, look, Titinius^ 
Are thofe my Tents, where 1 perceive the fire? 

Tit. They are, my lord. 

Caf. Titinius^ if thou lov'fl: me. 
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurs in hioa^ 
'Till he have brought thee up to yonder troops. 
And here again ; that I may reft affur'd, 
"Whether yond troops are friend or enemy. 

Tit, I will be here again, ev'n with a thought. [Exit. 

Caf. Go, Pindarus', get higher on that hill. 
My fight was ever thick ! regard Titinius^ 
And tell me what thou not'ft about the field. 
This day I breathed firfl: ; -time is come round; 
And, where I-djd begin^ there (hall I end; 
My life is run its compafs. Now, what news; 

Pind. [^bove.] O, my lor^ ! 

Caf. What news ? 

Pind, Titinius is inclofed round about 
With horfemen, iliat make to him on the fpur ; 
Yet he fpurs on. Now they are almoft on him; 

Titinius^ 
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Titinius ! now forae light — oh, he lights too 

He's ta'en — find hark, they (bout for joy, [Shout. 

Caf. Come down,. behold no more ; 
Oh, coward that I am, to live fo long. 
To fee my beft friend ta'en before my face ! 

Enter Pindarus. 

Come hither, firrah ; 

In Parthia did I ^take thee prifoner; 

And then I fwore thee, faving of thy life, 

That whatfoever I did bid thee do. 

Thou fhouldft attempt it. Gome now, keep thine oath, 

Now be a freeman ; and, with this good fword. 

That ran through Cafar^s bowels, fearch this bofom. 

Stand not to anfwer; here, take thou the hilt; 

And when my face is covered, as 'tis now. 

Guide thou the fword — Cafar, thou art reveng'd, 

Ev'n with the fword that kill'd thee, 

[Kills himfelf^ 
Find. So, I am free ; yet would not fo have been, 
Durft I have done my Will. Oh, Cajfius 1 
Far from this country Pindarus (hall run. 
Where never Roman ihM take note of him. [Exit, 

SCENE V. 

Enter Titinius arid Meflala. 

Mef, T T is but change, Titinius ; for Odavius 

JL Is overthrown by noble Brutus^ power, 
As Cajfius' legions are by Antony, 

Tit. Thefe tidings will well comfort Cajfius. 

Mef, Where did you leave him ? 

Tit, All difconfolate. 
With Pindarus his bondman, on this hill. 

Mef. Is not that he, that lies. upon the ground?^ 

Tit. He lies not like the living. Oh my heart ! 

Mef Is not that he ? 

Vot. VIII. I Tit. 
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Tit. No, this was he, Mejfala; 

Bpt Cajfius is no more 1 Oh, fetting Sun ! 

As in thy red rays thou dofl fink to-night. 

So in his red blood Cajfius' day is fet ; 

The Sun oiRomeh fet .' our day is gone ; 

Clouds, dews, and dangers come ; our deeds are done ; 

Miftruft of my fuccefs hath 3one this deed. 

Mef, Miftruft of good fuccefs hath done this deed. 

Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's child ! 

Why doft thou fliew to the apt thoughts of men 

The things that are not? Error, foon conceiv'd. 

Thou never'com'ft unto a happy birth. 

But kiirft the mother that engendered thee. 

Tit, What, Findarus? where art thou, Pindarus? 
Mef. Seek him, Tttinius ; whilft I go to meet 
The noble Brutus^ thrufting this report 
Into his ears ; I may fay, thrufting it ; 
For piercing fteel, and darts invenomed. 

Shall be as welcome to the ears o£ Brutus^ 
As tidings of this fight. 
Tit. Hie you, Meffhla^ 
And I will feek for Findarus the while. [Exit Mef. 
Why didft thou fend me forth, brave Cajius ! 
Did I not meet thy friends, and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of vidpiy. 
And bid me give it thee ? didft thou not hear 

their fliouts ? 
Alas, thou haft mifconftru'd ev'ry thing. 
But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow. 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee ; and I 
Will do his bidding. Brutus^ come apace ; 
And fee how I regarded Caius Cajfius. 
By your leave, Gods — This is a Romans part. 

[Stabs him/elf. 
Come, Cajfius^ fw6rd, and find Titinius' heart. [Dies. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E VI. 

Jilarm, Enter Brutus, Meffala, young Cato, Strato, 
Volumnius, and Lucilius. 

JBrM.TTfTHERE, where, Mejfala, doth his body 

MtJ. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it. 

Brtt. Titinius^ face is up,ward. 

Cato. He is flain. 

Bru, Oh Julius Ca/ar, thou art mighty yet ! 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and ti>rns our fwords 
In our own proper entrails. [Low Alarufns, 

Cato. Brave Titinius ! 
Look, if he have not crown'd dead Cajfiusl 

Bru. Are yet tvio Romans living, fuch as thefe? 
Thou laft of all the Romans I fare thee well ; 
It is impoffible, that ever Rome 
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tear* 
To this dead man, than you fhall fee me pay. 

I fliall find time, Cajfius^ I fhall find time 

Come, therefore, and to Thaffos fend his body-: 

His funeral {hall not be in our Camp, 

Left it difcomfort us. Lucilius, come ; 

And come, young Cato ; let us to the field. 

JLaheo^ and Flavius^ fet our battles on. 

'Tis three o'clock ; and, Romans^ yet ere night 

W^ Ihall try fortune in a fecond fight. [Exeunt* 

SCENE VII. 

Alarm. Enter Brutus, Meffala, Cato, Lucilius, and 

Flavius. 
Bru. yi7 ET, Countrymen, oh yet, hold up your 
\ heads. 

£ato. What baftard doth not? who will go with 
me ? 

I « 1 wiH 
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I will proclaim my name about the field. 
I am the Son of Marcus Cato^ ho ." 
A foe to tyrants, and my Country's friend. 
I am the Son o{ Marcus Cato^ ho ! 

Enter Soldiers and fight, 

Bru, And I am Brutus^ Marcus Brutus^ I ; 
Brutus^ my Country's friend ; know me for Brutus. 

[Exit. 

Luc, Oh young and noble Cato^ art thou down? 
Why, now thou dieft as bravely as Titinius; 
And, may'ft be honoured, being Cato'^s Son. 

Sold. Yield, or thou dieft* 

Luc. Only I yield to die. 
There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me firaight; 
Kill Brutus^ and be honoured in his death. 

Sold. We muft not. A noble Prifoner ! ' 

Enter Antony. 

2 Sold. Room, ho I tell Antony^ Brutus is ta'en. 

I Sold, ril tell the news, here comes the General: 
Brutus is ta'cn, Brutus is ta'en, my Lord* 

Ant. Where is he ? 

Luc. Safe, Antony; Brutus is, fafe enough. 
I dare aflure thee, that ^no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : 
The Gods defend him from fo great a Ihame I 
VNfhen you do find him alive, or dead, 
He wilt be found like Brutus, like himfelf. n 

Ant. This is not Brutus., friend, but I affure you, 
A prize no lefs in worth ; keep this man fafe, 
Give him all kindnefs. I had rather have 
Such men my fi lends, than enemies. Go on. 
And fee if Brutus be alive or dead ; 
And bring us word unto Odavius^ Tent, 
How every thing is chanc'd. [Exeunt^ 

S C ENE 
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SCENE VIII. 

Changes to another part of ihe Field. 

Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato, and 
Volumnius. 

Bru. /^ O M E, poor Remains of friends, reft on 
V->4 this rock. 

C/f. Statilius fhew'd the torch-light, but, my Lord, 
He came not back, he is or ta'en, or flain. 

Bru. Sit the'e down, Clitus; flaying is the word ; 

It is a deed in fafliion. Hark thee, Clitus 

[Whifpering. 

Cli. What I, my Lord ? no, not for all the world; 

JBru. Peace then, no words. 

Cli. ril rather kill myfelf. 

Bru. Hark, thee, Dardanius ! 

Dar. I do fuch a deed ? 

Cii. Oh, Dardanius I 

Dar. Oh, Clitus I 

Cli,' What ill requeft did Brtt/uJ make to thee ? 

Dar. To kill him, Clitus : look, he meditates. 

Cli, Now is that noble yefiel full of grief, 
That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; lift a word. 

Vol. What fays my Lord ? 

Bru. Why, this, Volumnius; 
The Ghoft of Cafar hath appeared to me 
Two feveral times by night ; at Sardis once ; 
And, this laft night, here in Philippf fields. 
I know, my hour is come. 

Vol, Not fo, my Lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am fure it is, Volumnius, 
Thou feeft the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; ' 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit: [Alarm. 

It is more worthy to leap in ourfelves. 
Than tarry, 'till they pufti us. Good Volumnius^ 

I 3 Thou 
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Thou knaw'ft, that we two went to fchool together v 
Even for that, our love of old, I pr'ythee. 
Hold thou my fword's hilt, while I run on it. 

Vol, That's not an office for a Friend, my Lord. 

[AlarmplL 

C//. Fly, fly, my Lord; there is no tarrying here^ 

J3ru. Farewel to you, and you, and you, Volumnmu 
Sirato, thou haft been all this while afleep; 

Farewel to thee too. Strata. Countrymen, 

My heart doth joy, that yet, in all ray life,, 

I found no man, but he was trueto me. 

I (hall have Glory by this lofmg day, 

More than OBdvius, and Mark Antony^ 

By this vile Conqtieft fliall attain unto. 

So, fare you well at once : for Brutus'" tongue 

Hath almoft ended his life's Hiftory. 

Night hangs upon mine eyes, my bones would reftr 

That have but labourM to attain this hour, 

[Alarm. Cry within^ Fly, fly, fly^ 

CIL Fly, my Lord, fly 

Bru. Hence ; I will follow thee. 
I pr'ythee. Strata^ flay thou by thy Lord ; 
Thou art a Fellow of a good refpe6l ; 
Thy life hath had fome fmatch of honour in't. 
Hold then my fword, and turn away thy face. 
While 1 do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? 

Stra* Give me your hand Rrft — —fare you well, 
my Lord. 

Bru. Farewel, good Straio — Cafar, now be ftill ; 
I kiird not thee with half fo good a will. 

[He runs on his fword and dus% 

SCENE XI. 

Alarm. Retreat. Enter Antony, Odavius, Meflala^ 
Lucilius, and the army. 

OOa. WJ H AT Man is that ? 

VV M^/*. M-y Matter's Man. Straio, wherein 
thy Matter? Stra. 
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Stra, Free from the bondage you arc in, Meffala ; 
The Gonqu'rors can but make a fire of him: 
For Brutus only overcame himfelf ; 
And no man elfe hath honour by his death. 

Luc. So Brutus (hould be found. I thank thee, 
. Brutus^ 
That thou haft prov'd Lucf/fuj' Saying true. 

OHa. All that ferv'd BruluSy I will entertain ihcm. 
Fellow, wilt thou beflow thy time with me ? 

Stra, Ay, if Mejffala will prefer me to you. 

Oda. Do fo, good Mejfala. 
• Mef. How died my Lord, Strata f 

Stra. I held the fword, and he did run on it. 

Mef, (Mavius^ then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateft fervice to my Mafter. 

Ant, This was the nobleft Roman ol them all. 
All the Gonfpirators, fave only he. 
Did That they did in envy of greats Ccefar : 
He, only, in a general honeft thought. 
And common Good to all, made one of them*. 
His life was gentle, and the elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ftand up, 
And fay to all the world; '* This was a Man!" 

0^. According to his virtue, let us ufe him ; 
With all refpefl, and rites of burial. 
Within my Tent his bones to-night fliall lie, 
Moft like a Soldier, ordered honourably. 
So call the field to Reft; and let's away. 
To part the Glories of this happy day, 

\EMunt omnes 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

The Palace at Alexandria in Egypt. 
Enter Demetrius and Philo. 

P H 1 L o. 

NAY, but this dotage of our General 
O'er-flows the raeafure ; thofe his goodly eye», 
That o'er the files and mufters of the war 
Have glow'd like plated Afarj, now bend, now turn^ 
The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front. His Captain's heart, 
Which in the fcuffles of great fights hath burft 
The buckles on his breaft, reneges all temper ; 
And is become the bellows, and the fan. 
To cool a Gypfy's luft.t Look, where they come I 

Fhuri/h, Enter Antony and Cleopatra, her Ladies- 
in the train^ Eunuchs fanning her. 

Take but good note, and you fhall fee in him 
The triple pillar of the world transformed 
* Into a Strumpet's Stool. Behold, and fee. 
Cleo, If it be love, indeed, tell me, how much ? 

« Into a strumpet's fool.—] The Metaphor is here miferably 

mangled. We fhould read, Into a Strumpet's Fool. The Filhr 

of the World, fays he, is* transformed into a S trumpet's Stool, 

Alluding to the cuftom of Strumpets fitting in the Lap o£ their Lovers. 

I 6 Ant. 
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AnL There's beggary in the love th^t can be 

reckonM. 
Cleo. I'll let a bourn how far to be belovM. 
Ant. Then* mull thou needs find out new heav'n, 

new earth. 

Enter a Mejfenger. - 

Mijf, News, my good Lord, from Rome, 

Ant, It grates me. Tell the fum. 

Cleo. Nay, hear it, Antony. ' 

Fulvia\ perctiance; is angry ; or who knows. 
If the fcarce-bearded Cafar have not fent 
His powerful Mandate to you, Do this, or this; i 

Take in that Kingdom, and infranchife that ; 
Perform't, or elfe we damn thee. 

Ant, How, my love ? 

Cleo, Perchance, (nay, and raoft like,) 
You muft not ftay here longer, your difmifldon 
Is come from Cafar; therefore hear it, Antony. 
Where's Fulvia's Procefs ? Cafar 9^ I'd fay, both ? 
Call in the Meffengers; as I'm Egypt's Queen, 
Thou blu&eft, Antony, and that blood of thine 
Is Cafar s homager: elfe, fo thy cheeks pay (hame. 
When fhrill-tongu'd Fulvia fcolds. The Meffengers — 

Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt, and the wide arch 
Of the rais'd Empire fall ! here is my fpace ; 
Kingdoms are clay; our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beaft as man ; the noblenefs of life 
Is to do thus ; when fuch a mutual Pair, [Embracing* 
And fuch a twain can do't,; in which, 1 bind 
(On pain of puniflbraent) the world lo weet, 
We ftand up peerlefs. 

Cleo. Excellent falfhood I 
Why did he marry Fulvia^ and not love her ? 
I'll feem the fool, I am not. Antony 
Will be himfelf. 

Ant. Biit ftirr'd by Cleopatra. 
Now for the love of love, and his foft hours, 

Let's 
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Let's not confound the time with conference harfb; 
There's not a minute of our lives fliould ftretch 
Without fome pleafure new : what fport to-night ? 

CLeo. Hear the Ambaffadors. 

Ant. Fie, wrangling Queen ! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh. 
To weep : whofe every paffion fully ftrivcs 
To make itfelf in thee fair and admired. 
No Meflcnger, but thine ; — and all alone, 
Tx>-night we'll wander through the ftreets, and note 
The qualities of People. Come, my Queen, 
Laft night you did defire it. Speak not to us. 

[Exeunt^ with their Train. 

Dem. Is Cafar with Antonius priz d fo flight ? 

Phil. Sir, fometimes, when he is not Antony^ 
He comes too fliort of that great property 
Which ftill fliould go with Antony. 

Dem. Vm forry. 
That he approves the common liar. Fame, 
Who fpeaks him thus at Rame ; but I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Reft you happy I 

■ [Exeunt. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a 

Soothfayer. 

Char. ALEXAS, fweet Alexas, mofi any thing 
•" Alexas^ alrooft moft abfolute Alexas, where's 
the Sooth fayer that you prais'd fo to th' Queen? 
Oh ! that I knew^ this hufband, which you fay, 
muft charge his horns with garlands. 

Alex. Soothfayer, 

Sooth. Your will? 

Char. Is this the man ? Is't you, Sir, that know 
things? 

Sooth. In Nature's infinite Book of Secrecy, 
A little I can read. 

Alex. 
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Alex, Shew him your band. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly : wine enough, 
Cieapatra's health to drink. 

Char, Good Sir, give me good fortutie« 

Sooth. I make not, but forefce. 

Char, Pray then, forefee me one. 

Sooth. You (hall be yet far fairer than you arc; 

Char. He means, in flefli. 

Iras. No, you ihall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinkles forbid ! 

Alex. Vex not his prefcience, be attentive. 

Char. Hulh! 

Sooth* You (hall be more beloving, than beloved; 

Char. I had rather heat my liver witfa drinking* 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, fome excellent fortune ! let me 
be married to three Kings in a forenoon, and widow 
them all ; let me have a child at fifty, to whom He- 
rod oi Jewry may do homage ! find me, to marry me 
with OSavius Cajary and companion me with my 
miftrefs. 

Sooth. You Ihall out-live the Lady whom you ferve. 

Char. Oh, excellent! I love long life better than figs. 

Sooth. You have feen, and proved, a fairer former 
fortune, than that which is to approach. 

Char. Then, belike, my children (hall have no 
names ; 
Pr'y thee, how many boys and wenches muft I have? 

Sooth. If every of your wifhes had a womb, 
And fertil every wifh, a million. 

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch. 

Alex. You think, none bat your fheets are privy to 
your wifhes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers. 

Alex. We'll know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and mod of our fortunes to-night, fliall 
be to go drunk to bed. 

Iras. 
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Iras. There's a palm prefages chafttty, if nothing 
clfe. 

Ckar. Ev'n as the o'er-flowing Nilus prefageth fa- 
mine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow^ you cannot foothfay. 

Ckar. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful progr 
noftication, I cannot fcratch mine ear. Pr'ythee, 
tell her but a workyday fortune. 

Sooth. Your fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But bow, but how?— r— give me particulars. 

Sooth. I have faid. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than {he? 

Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune^ 
better than I, where would you chufe it ? 

Iras. Not in my hufband's nofe. 

Char. "Our worfer thoughts heav'ns mend t Alexas^ 

Come, his fortune; his fortune. — — O, let him 

marry a Woman that cannot go, fweet Ifis^ I befeech 
thee; and let her die too, and give him a worfe; 
and let worfe follew worft^ 'till the word of all follow 
him laughing to bis Grave, fifty-fold a Cuckold T 
good Ifis^ hear me this prayer, though thou deny me 
a matter of more weight; good Ifis, I befeech thee! 

Iras, Amen^ dear Goddefs, hear that prayer of the 
people ! for, as it is a hcart-breaking^ to fee a hand- 
fome man loofe-wiv'd, fo it is a deadly forrow to be- 
hold a foul knave uncuckolded; therefore, dear Ifis^ 
keep decorum^ and fortune him accordingly. 

Char, Amen ! 

Alex. Lo, now! if it lay in their hands to make 
me a cuckold, they would make themfelvcs whores, 
but they'd do't 

SCENE III. 



Enter Cleopatra. 

here comes AntoT 
Char. Not he, the Queen. 



Eno. T TUSH! here comes Antony. 



Geo. 
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Cleo. Saw you my lord ? 

Eno. No, Lady. 

CUo. Was he not here ? 

Char, f^o. Madam. 

Clto. He was difpos'd to mirth, but on the fuddcn 

A Roman thought hath ftruck him. Enoharhus^ 

Eno. Madam. 

Clto. Seek him, and bring him hither; whereas 

Alexas ? 
Alex. Here at your fervice ; my Lord approaches. 

Enter Antony with a Meffinger, and Attendants. 

Cleo. We will not look upon him : go with us. 

[Exeunt. 

MeJ. Fluvia thy Wife firft came into the field. 

Ant. AgainU my brother Lucius? 

Mef. Ay, but foon that war had end, and the 
time's ftate 
Made friends of them, jointing their force 'gainft 

Cafar : 
Whofe better iffue in the war from Italy^ 
Upon the firft encounter, drave them. 

Ant. Well, what worft ? 

Mef. The nature of bad news infeds the teller. 

Ant. When it concerns the fool or coward; no. — 
Things, that are paft, are done, with me. 'Tis thus; 
Who tells me true, though in the tale lie death, 
I hear, as if he flattered. 

Mef. Lahienus (this is ftiflF news) 
Hath, with his Parthian force, extended Afia ; 
From Euphrates his conquering banner (book. 
From Syria to Lydia^ and Ionia; 
Whilft 

Ant. Antony^ thou wouldft fay — — 

Mef Oh, my Lord ! 

Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general 
tongue ; 
Name Cleopatra as fhe's call'd in B^me. 

Hail 
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Rail thou in Fulvias phrafe, and taunt my faults J . 
With fuch full licence, as both truth and malice 
Have power to utter. Oh, then we bring both weeds. 
When our quick minds lie Aill; and our ill^toldus-. 
Is as our earing ; fare thee well a while. 

Mef. At your noble pleafure. 

Ant, From Sicyon^ how the news ? fpeak there. 

Mef. The Man from Sicyon, is there fuch an one?J 

[Exitfirjl Mejfenger. 

Attend. He'ftays upon your will. 

AtU, Let him appear; 
Thefe ftrong Egyptian fetters I muft break. 
Or lofc myfelf in dotage. What are you ? 

Enter another Mejfenger^ with a Letter^ 

fi Mef. Fulvia thy wife is dead/ 

Ant, Where died (he ? 

2 Mef, In Sicyon, 
Her length of ficknefs, with what elfe more ferious 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. 

Ant. Forbear me. [Exitfecond Meffinger, 

There's a great fpirit gone ? thus did I defire it. 
What our contempts do often hurl from us. 
We wilh it ours again ; the prefent pleafure. 
By revolution lowring, does become 
The oppofite of itfelf; (he's good, being gone; 
The hand could pluck her back, that fliov'd her 00* 
I mud from this enchanting Qiieen break off. 
Ten thoufaud harms, more than the ills I know, 
My idlenefs doth hatch. How now, EnobarbusT 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno, What's your pleafure. Sir ? 

Ant, I muft with hafte from hence. 

Eno. Why, then we kill all our women. We fee, 
how mortal an unkindnefs is to them; 'if they fuffer 
our departure, death's the word. 

Ant. 1 muft be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occaiion, let women die. 

It 
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It were pity to caft them away for nothing ; though 
between them and a great caufe, they would be 
cfteem'd nothing. Cleopatra^ catching but the leaft 
noife oi' this, dies inllantly ;. I have feen her die 
twenty times upon far poorer moment : I do think, 
there is mettle in death, which commits forae loving, 
aft upon her; {he hath fuch a celerity in dying. 

Ant, She is cunning paft man's thought. 

Eno. Alack, Sir, no; her paflions are made of no- 
thing but the fineft part of pure love. We cannot 
call her winds and waters, fighs and tears : they are 
greater ftorms and tempefts than almanacks can re- 
port. This cannot be cunning in her : if it be, flie 
makes a (how'r of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant, 'Would I had never feen her ! 

Eno. Oh, Sir, you had then left unfecn a wonder- 
ful piece of work, which, not to have been bleft 
withal, would have difcredited your travel. 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

EjiO. Sir! ^ 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

Eno, Fulvia? 

Ant. Dead. 

Eno. Why, Sir, give the Gods a thankful facrifice: 
when it pleafeth their Deities to take the wife of a 
man from him, it (hews to man the tailor of the 
earth ; comforting him therein, that when old robes 
are worn out, there are members to make new. If 
there were no more women but Fulvia^ then had you 
indeed a cut, "and the cafe were to be lamented: this 
grief is crowned with confolation ; your old fmock 
brings forth a new petticoat, and, indeed, the tears 
live in an onion that fliould water this forrow. 

Ant. The bufmefs, (he hath broached in the ftate. 
Cannot endure my abfence. 

Eno, And the buGnefs, you have broachM here, 
cannot be without you; efpecially that of Cleopatra s^ 
which wholly depends on your abode. 

Ant. 
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Ant, No more light anfwers : let our officers 
Have notice what we purpofe. I fliall break 
The caufe of our expedience to the Qneen, 
And get her leave to part. For not alone 
The death of Fulvia^ with more urgent touches^ 
Do ftrongly fpeak t*us ; but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Romt 
Petition us at home. Sextus Ponipeius 
Hath giv'n the dare to C<efar^ and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our flipp'ry people,. 
(Whofe love is never link'd to the defervcr, 
'Till his deferts are paft,) begin to throw 
Fompiy the Great and all his Dignities 
Upon his fon ; who high in name and pow'r. 
Higher than both in blood and life, (lands up 
For the main Soldier ; whofe quality going on. 
The fides o'th' world may danger. Much is breeding; 
Which, like the courfer's hair, hath yet but life. 
And not a ferpent's poifon. Say, our pleafure^ 
To fuch whofe place is under us, rcqufrcs 
Our quick remove from hence. 

Eno. rildo't. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. 

EnUr Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexas, and Iras. 

Cle. X^rrHERE is he? 

V V Char, I did not fee him fince. 
Geo. See, where he is, who's with him, what he 

does. 

I did not fend you : — If you find him fad> 
Say, I am dancing: if in mirth, report, 
That I am fudden fick. Quick, and return. 

Char, Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly. 
You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 
, Cleo. What (hould I do, I do not,? 

Char. In each thing give him way, orofs him in 
nothing. CUo. 
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CUo, Thou teacheft, like a fool : the way to lofe 

hitn. 
Char, Tempt him not fo, too far. I wi(h, forbear; 
In time we hate That, which we often fear. 

Enter Antony. 

But here comes Antony, 

Cleo. Vta Gck, and fallen. 

Ant, I am forry to give breathing to my purpofe. 

Cleo, Help me away, dear Ckarmian^ I (hall fall ; 
It cannot be thus long, the fides of nature 

[Seeming to faint. 
Will not fuftain it. 

Ant, Now, my deareft Queen,—— 

Cleo. Pray you, fland farther from me. 

Ant, What's the matter ? 

Cleo, I know, by that fame eye, there^s fome good 
news. 
What fays the marryM woman ? you may go ; . 
'Would, (he had never given you leave to come ! 
Let her not fay, 'tis I that keep you here, 
I have no pow'r upon you ; her's you are. 

Ant, The Gods belt know, 

Cteo, O, never was there Queen 
So mightily betray'd ; yet at the firft 
I faw the treafons planted. 

Ant, Cleopatra^ 

Cleo, Why fliould I think, you can be mine, and 
true, 
Though you with fwearing fhake the throned Gods, 
Who have been falfe to Fulviaf riotous madnefs 
To be entangled with thefe mouth-mad vows. 
Which break themfclvcs in fwearing ! 

Ant, Mo& fweet Queen, 

Cleo, Nay, pray you, feek no colour for your goingi 
But bid farewel, and go : when you fued ftaying, 
Then was the time for words; no going, then; — 
Eternity was in our lips, and eyek, 
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Blifs in our Brows' bent, none our parts fo poor, 
Biit was a race of heav'n. They are fo ftill. 
Or thou, the greateft foldier of the world. 
Art turnM the greateft liar. 

Ant. How, now, lady ? 

Clto. I would I had thy inches, thou fliould'ft know. 
There were a heart in Egypt, 

Ant. Hear me. Queen ; 
The flrong neceffity of time commands 
Our fervices a-while ; but my full heart 
Remains in Ufe with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'rc with civil fwords ; Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port oi Rome. 
Equality of two doraeftic Pow'rs 
Breedsfcrupulousfaflion; thehated,growntoftrength. 
Are newly grown to love : the condemned Fompey^ 
Rich in his father's Honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of fuch as have not thriv'n 
Upon the prefent ftate, whofe numbers threaten ; 
And quietnefs, grown lick of reft, would purge 
By any defp erate change. My- more particular. 
And that which moft with you lliould falve my going, 
Is Fulvias death. 

CUo. Though age ftom folly could not give me 
freedom, 
It does from childiflinefs. Can Fulvia die? 

Ant, She's dead, my Queen. 
Look here, and at thy fovereign leafure read 
The garboyls flie awak'd ; at the laft, beft. 
See, when, and where (he died. 

CUo. O moft falfe love ! 
Where be the facrcd vials thou fliould'fl fill 
With forrowful water? now I fee, I fee. 
In Fulvia s death, how mine fhall be received. 

ArU. Quarrel no more, but be prepared to know 
The pupofes 1 bear : which are, or ceafe, 
As you ihall give ih' advices. By the fire. 
That quickens Nilus" flime, I go from hence 
Thy 
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Thy foldicr, fervant, making peace or war, 
As thou affci^'ft. 

Cleo. Cut my lace, Charmian^ come ; 
But let it be, Fm quickly ill, and well : 
So Antony loves. 

Ant. My precious Queen, forbear. 
And give true evidence to his love, which ftands 
An honourable trial. 

Cleo, So Fulvia told me. 
1 pr'ythee, turn afide, and weep for her; 
Then bid adieu to me and fay, the tears 
Belong to Egypt. Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent diffembling, and let it look 
Like perfeft honour. 

Ant, You'll heat my blood ; no more, 

Cleo, You can do better yet : but this is meetly.. 

Ant. Now by my fword 

Geo. And target — Still he mends : 
But this is not the bett. Look, pr'ythee, Charmian, 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his chafe. 

Ant. ril leave you, lady. 

Geo. Courteous lord, one word ; 
'Sir, you and I raufl part ; (but that's not it.) 
Sir, you and I have lov'd ; (but there's not it ; 
That you know well;) fome-thing it is, I would^ 
Oh, ray oblivion is a very Antony^ 
And I am all forgotten. 

^Ant. But that your royalty 
Holds Idlenefs your fubjefl, I fhould take you 
Forldlenefs itfelf. 

Geo. 'Tis fweating labour 
To bear fuch Idlenefs fo near the heart. 
As Qeopatra, this. But, Sir, forgive me ; 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your honour calls you Hence, 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied folly, 
And -ail the Gods ^o with you ! On your fword 

Sit 
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"Sitlaurcird viftory, and fmooth fuccefs 
Be ftrew'd before your feet I 

Ant, Let us go : come, 
Our fcparation fo abides and flies. 
That thou, refiding here, goeft yet with me, ' 
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. [ExeunL 

SCENE V. 

Changes to Caefar'j Palace in Rome. 
Enter 0£lavius Caeffar reading a letter^ Lepidus, and 

attendants. 
Caf. X/ O U may fee, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 

JL It is not Cafar's natural vice tojhate 
One great competitor. From Alexandria 
This is the news ; he fiflies, drinks, and waftes 
The lamps of night in revel ; is not more manly 
Than Cleopatra; nor the Queen oi Ptolemy 
More womanly than he. Hardly gave audience. 
Or did vouchfafe to think that he had partners, j 
You (hall there find a man, who Is the abftraft 
Of all faults all men follow. 

Lep, I mud not think. 
They're evils enough to darken all his goodnefs; 
His faults in him fecm as the fpots of heav'n, 
More fiery by night's blacknefs : hereditary. 
Rather than purchaft ;~what he cannot change. 
Than what he chufes. 

Caf. You're too indulgent. Let us grant, it is not 
Amifs to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy^ 
To give a kingdom for a mirth, to fit 
And keep the turn of tipling with a flave. 
To reel the flreets at noon; andftand the buffet 
With knaves. that fmell of fweat ; fay, this becomes 

him; 
(As his compofure muft be rare, indeed. 
Whom thefe things cannot blemifli -,) yet muft Antony 
Ho way cxcufe his foils, when we do bear 

So 
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So great weight in his lig hthefs. If he fill'd 
His vacancy with hisvoluptuoufnefs; 
Fullfurfeits, and the drynefs of his bones. 
Call on him for't. But to confound fuch time. 
That drums him from his fport, and fpeaks as loud 
As his own flate, and ours; 'tis to be chid. 
As we rate boys, who, immature in knowledge. 
Pawn their experience to their prefent pleafure. 
And fo rebel to judgment. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Lep. HtTc's more news. 

Mef, Thy biddings havebeendone; and every hour, 
' Moft noble Cafar^ flialt thou have report 
How 'tis abroad. Pompsy is ftrong at Sea, 
And, it appears, he is belov'd of thofe ty 

That only have fea/d Cafar : to the ports 
The Difcontents repair, and men's reports 
Give him much wrong'd. 

Caf. I fliould have known no Icfs ; 
It hath been taught us from the primal State, 
That he, which is, was wifti'd, until he were : 
And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd till ne'er worth love. 
Comes dear'd, by being lack'd. This common body. 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the ftream. 
Goes to, and back, lacquying the varying tide, 
To rot itfelf with motion. 

Mef, Cafar, I bring thee word, 
Menecrates and Menas^ famous pirates, 
Make the fea fervethem ; which they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind. Many hot inrodes 
^They make in licily,_ the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on't, and flufti youth revolt: 
No veffel can peep forth, but 'tis as foon* 
Taken as feen: for Pompey's name ftrikes more, ' 
Than could his war refilled. 
, Caf. Antony^ 
Leave thy lafcivious waffails ; — When thou once 

Wert 
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"Wert beaten from Mutina^ where thou flew'ft 
Hirtius and Pan/a Gonfuls, at thy heel 
Did famine follow, whom thou fought'ft againft 
(Though dainttly brought up) with patience more 
Than Savages could. fuffer. Thou didft drink 
The ftale of horfes, and the gilded puddle 
Which beafts would cough at. Thy Palate then did 

deign 
The roughed berry on -the rudcft hedge: 
Yea, like the flag, when fnow the paflure Iheets, 
The b^rks of trees tbdu browfed'ft. On the Alpi, 
It is reported, thou didft eat ftrange fiefh, 
Which fome did die to look on^ and all this, 
(It wounds thine honour, that I fpeak it now) 
Was bore fo like a foldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd-not. 

Lep. 'TiS pity of him. 

Caf, Ltt his>ibames quickly 
Drive him to Rome; time is it, that we twain 
Did Ihew ourfelves i'th' field ; and to. that end 
AiTemble we immediate council ; Pompey 
Thrives in our idlenefs. 

Lep. To-morrow, Cafar, 
I fliall be furnifli'd to inform you rightly. 
Both what by fea and land I can be able. 
To front this prcfent time. 

Caf. Till which encounter. 
It is my bufinefs too. Farewel, 

Lep. Farewel, my lord^ 
What you (hall know mean time of fiirs abroad, 
I (hall befeech you, let me be partaker. 
■^Caf. Doubt it not, Sir ; I knew it for my bond. 
Farewel. . [Exeunt, 
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Changes to the Palace in Akxandria. . 
Enter Cleopatra, Charniian, Iras, and Mardian. 

Cleo. pHARMIAN, 

^ Char, Madam? 

Cleo, Ha, ha give me to dri&k Mandr/fgoras* 

Char. Why, madam ? 

Cleo, That I might fleep out this great gap of time. 
My Antony is away. 

Char, You think of him too much. 

Qeo. O, 'tis treafon. 

Char. Madam, I truft not fo. 

Cleo. Thou, eunuch, Mardian, '—. 

Mar. What's your Highnefs' plcaftire ? 

Cleo. Not now to hear thee fing. Ltake nppleafure 
In aught an eunuch has ; ^tis well for thee. 
That, being unfeminar'd, ihy freer thoughts 
May not fly forth of Egypt. Hail thoii affedions? 

Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 

Geo. Indeed ? 

Mar. Not in deed. Madam ; for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honeft to be done : 
Yet have I fierce aflFeAions, and think. 
What Ve7ins did with Mars. 

Cleo, Oh Charmian! 
Where think'ft thou he is now? ftands he, or fits he? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horfe ? 
Oh happy horfe, to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, horfe;. for, wot'ft thou, whom thou 

mov'ft ? 
The demy Atlas of this earth, the arm 
And burgonet of Man. He's fpeaking now, 
Or murmuring, where's my ferpent of old Nile ? — 
(For fo he calls me ;) Now I feed myfelf 
With moft delicious poifon* Think on me, 

That 
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That am with Phabus^ amorous pinches black. 
And wrinkled deep in time. Broad-fronted Ccsfar^ 
When thou' waft here above the ground, I was 
A morfel for a monarch ; and great Fompey 
Would ftaild and make his eyes grow in my brow ; 
There would he anchor his afpeft, and die 
With looking on his life. 

Enter Alex as. 

AUx. Sovereign of Egypt^ hail ! 

Geo, How much art thou unlike Mark Antony f 
Yet coming from him, that great med'cine hath. 
With his tinfl gilded thee. 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Laft thing he did, dear Queen, 
He kift, the laft of many doubled kiifes. 
This orient pearl. — His fpeech fticksan my heart* 
- Cleo, Mine ear muft pluck it thence. 

Alex, Good friend, quoth, he. 
Say, the firm Roman to great Egypt fends 
This treafure of an oyfter; at whofe foot. 
To mend the p.etty prefcnt, * I will pace 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms. All the eaft, : 
Say thou, (hall call her miftrefs* So, he nodded; 
And foberly did mouhlan arm-gaunt fleed, . 
Who neigh'd fohigh, that what 1 would have fpokc 
+ Was beaflly done by him. 

Geo. Whatj was he fad or merry ? 



/ tvill piece 



Her f^pulent throne with kingdoms* — ] No bungling Carpenter could 
have cxprcffcd his Labour worfc. I fufpcft that Shake/pear wrote. 

I^ill pace f. u I will creft an Impeiial Throne for her, 

and every Step up to it fliall be a {kingdom. Warb* ' ' * 

t Was beajlly dumb by Am.] ^A very pretty Speech, and agree- 
able to the Politencfs of one of Cleopatra^ Courtiers. Shake/pear 
wrote, 

Who neigh' d Jo hud, that xvhat I would have J} oke 
Was htaflly done by him, ■ i. e, the Senfc of what I would 
have fpokc the Horfc declared, tho' in inaiticulatc Sounds. Warb 
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Akx.lAlne to the tiroc o'th' year, between tV 
extremes 
Of hot amdcoM, he \vas norfad, norjiacny. 

^ Cteo. Oh well-divided difpofition ! 
Note him, good Charmian^ 'tis the man ; but note 

him ; ' 
He was not fad, for he would (hine on thofe 
That make their looks by his : He was not merry. 
Which fcem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy ; but between both. 
Oh heav'nly mingle' i be'ft thou fad, or merry. 
The violence of either thee becomes. 
So does it no man clfe. Met'ft thou my pofls ; 

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty feveral melTepgers. 
Why do you fend fo thick ? 

Qeo. Who's born that day. 
When I forget to fend to Antony^ 
Shall die a beggar. Ink andpapei-, Charmian. 
Welcome, my good Alexas. Did I, Gharmian^ 
Ever love Cafar fo ? 

Char. Oh, that brave Cfl^/ir/ 

Geo. Be choak'd with fuch another emphalis ! 
Say, the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Cafar. 

Cleo. By JJis, 1 will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Cafar paragon again 
My man of men. 

Char. By your rood gracious. pardon, 
I fing but after you. 

Cleo. My fallad days ; 
When 1 was green in judgment. — ^^Coldin blood ! 

To fay, as I faid then, But come away, 

Get me ink and paper; 

Heiliall have every day feveral greetings, or TU 
unpeople Egypt. [Exeunt. 
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ACT II. S C E N E I. 

s I c I L r. 

Enter Pompey, Menecrates, and Menas. 

P O M F £ Y. 

F the great Gods be juft, they {hall aflift 
The deeds of jufleft men. 

Mene, Know, worthy Pompej, 
That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pomp. While we are fuitors to their Throne, delay's 
The thing we fue for. 

Men. We, ignorant of ourfelves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wife powers 
Deny us for our good; fo &nd we profit 
By lofing ofour prayers* 

Pomp. Iflialldo well: 
The people love me, and the Tea is mine; 
My povv'r's a crefcent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to th' full. Mark Antony ' 
In Egjpt fits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors, Cajar gets money, where 
He lofes hearts ; Lepidus flatters Both, 
Of Both is flattcr'd ; but he Neither loves, 
Nor Either cares for him^ 

Mene. Cafar and Lepidus are in the field, 
A mighty ftrengih they carry. 

Pomp. Where have you this? 'tis falfc. 

Mene. From Silvius, Sir. [gether. 

Pomp. He dreams ; I know, they are in Rome to- 
Looking for Antony : but all the charms of love. 
Salt Cleopatra^ foften thy wan lip ! 
Let witchcraft join witb beauty ; luft with both ! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feafts. 
Keep his brain fuming; Epicurean cooks, 
Sharpen with clOylefe fauce his appetite ; 
That flcepand feeding- may prorogue his honour, 

Even 'till a Lethe'd dulnefs 

K 3 Enier 
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EnUr Varrius. 
How now, Varrius? 

Var, This is moft. certain, that I fhall deliver: 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expeflcd. Since he went from Egypt^ *tis 
A fpace for farther travel. 

Pomp. I could have given lefs matter 
A better ear. Menas^ 1 did not think. 
This am'rous furfeiter would have donn'dhi^ helm 
P'or fuch a petty war ; his fojdi-erihip 
Is twice the other twain; but let us re4t 
The higher our opinion, that our ftirring 
Can from the lap o{ Egypt s widow pluck 
The ne'er -luft- wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope, 
Cajar and Antony fhall well greet together. 
His wife, who's dead, did trefpafiefs to Cafar; 
His brother warr'd upon him, although 1 think, 
Not mov'd by Antony. 

Pomp. I know ijot, Menfts^ 
How lefler enmities may give way to grenicr. 
Were't not that we (land up againit them all, 
'Twere pregnant, they Ibould fquarc between them- 

fclves; 
For they have entertained canfc enough 
To draw their fwords ; but how the fear of us 
May cement their divifions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 
Bc't, as our Gods will hav't! it only flands 
Our lives upon, to ufe our ftrongefl hands. 
Come, Menasn [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Changes to Rome. 
Enter Enobarbus and Lepidus. 
Lep./^ O O D Enobarbus, 'tis a worthy deed, 

VT And fhall become you well, t'cntrcat your 
Captain To 
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To foft and gentle fpeech. 

Eno. I {hall entreat him 
To anfwer, like himfelf ; if Cafir move him, 
Let Antony look over Cafar^s head. 
And fpeak as loud zs Mars, By Jiipiier, 
Were I the wearer of Antonio\^ beard, 
I would not fliav't to day. 

Lep. Tis not a time for private JRomaching. 

Eno, Every time 
Serves for the matter that is then born in't. 

Lip, But fmall to greater matters muft give way. 

Eno. Not, if the fmall co'me firft. 

Lep. Your fpeech is j^affion ; 
But, pray you, flir iso cmbcrl up. Here cornea 
The noble Antony. 

Enter. Antony and Vcntidius. 
Eno. And yonder, Cafar. 

Enter Caefar, Mecaenas, and Agrippa. 

Ant. If we compfofe well here, to Fartkia.- 

Hark, Ventidius. 

C(bJ. I do not know ; Mecahas^ alk Agrippa. 

Lep. Noble friends, 
That which combined us was moft great, and let not 
A leaner adion rend us. What's amifs. 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial difference loud, \<re do commit 
Murder in healing wounds. Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for I earneftly befeech,) 
Touch you the foureil points with fweeteft terms, 
Nor curftnefs grow to th' matter. 

Ant. 'Tis fpoken well ; 
Were we before our armies, and to fight, 
1 ibould do thus. [Flour i/k. 

Caf^ Welcome to Rome. ' 

Ant. Thank you. 

Klaf. Sit. - ; 

K 4 Ant. 
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Ani. Sit, Sir. 

Caf. Nay, then 

Ant. LleariH you {akc things ill; which are not for 
Or, being, concern you not. 

Caf. I muft be laught at, 
If, or for nothing, or a little^ I j^ 

Should fay myfelf offended, and with you - 
Chiefly, i'th' world; More laught at, that I Qiould. 
Once name you derogately, when to found 
Your name it not concern 'dmc. ^ 

Ant. My being in Egypf^ C<^yar^ what. wa§'t to you? 

Caf. No more than i»y, refiding hf re at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt: yet, if yoo there 
Did pradife on my ftate, your being in Egypt 
Might be my queltion. 

Ant. How intend you; praflis'd ? 

Caf You* may be pleased to catch at mine intent^ 
By what did here befall. Your Wife and Brother 
Made wars upon me ; and their conteftation 
Was theam'd' for you, yO« were the word of war. 

Ant. You do miftake your bu&nefs: my brother 
never 
Did urge me in his z& : I did requite it. 
And have my learning from fome true reports 
That drew their fwords with you. Did he not rather 
Difcredit my authority with ypurs,. 
And make the wars alike agatuft my flomach, 
Having alike your caufc ? of this, my letters 
Before did fatisfy you. If you 11 patch a quarrel,. . 
(As matter whole you'v« not to make it with,) 
It mud not be with this. 

Caf You praife yourfelf, 
By laying defefis of Judgment to me : but 
You patch up your excufes. 

Ant. Notfo, not fo; 
I know you could not lack, (I'm -certain on' t,) 
Very neccffity of this thought, that I, 
Your Partner ia the cauie "gainfi which he fougjit, 

Could 
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Could not with grateful eyes attend thofe wars. 
Which fronted mine own peace*. As for my Wife, 
I would, you had her fpirit in- fuch another; 
The third o'th' world is yours, which with a fnaffle 
You may pace eafy ; but not fuch a Wife. 

Eno. 'Would, we had all fuch 'Wives, that the Men 
Might go to wars with the Women ! 

Ant. So much uncurbable her garboiles, Cafar^ 
Made out of her impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdnefs of policy too, I grieving grant, 
Did you too much difqaiet : For That you muft- 
But fay, I could not help it. 

Caf. I wrote to you. 
When rioting in Alexandria, you 
Did pocket up my letters ; and with taunts 
Did gibe my miflive out of audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell on me, ere admitted : then 
Three Kings I had newly feafted, and did want 
Of what I was i'lh' morning : but, next day, 
I told him of myfclf; which was as much 
As to have alk'd him pardon. Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our ftrife : if we contend, 
Out of our queftion wipe him. 

Caf. You have broken 
The article of your oath, which you Ihall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

Lep. Soft, Cafar. 

Ant. No, Lepidus, Jethimfpeak; 
The Honour's facred which he talks on now, 
Suppo&ng, that I lackt it: but on, Caefar^ 
The article of my oath — 

Caf. To lend me arms and aid,when I required them, 
The which you both deny'd. 

Ant. Neglefted, rather: 
And then, when poifon'd hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge; as nearly as I may, 
ni play the Penitent to you. But mine honefty 
Shall not make poor my Greatneft; nor my Power 
K 5 Work 
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Work without it. Truth is, that lulvia^ 
To hav€ me out of Egjpt^ made wars here; 
For which myfelf, the ignorant motive^ do 
So far aik pardon, as be&ts mine Honour 
To ftoop in fuch a cafe. 

Lip. 'Tis nobly fpoken. 

Mec, If it might pleafe you, to enforce no further 
The griefs between ye: to forget them quite. 
Were to remember, that the prefect Need 
Speaks to atone you. 

Lep^ Worthily fpoken, Mecanas* 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one anpther^s love for the 
inftant, you may, when you beaK np more words 
of Pompeyy return it again : you iball have time to 
wrangle in, when you have nothing elfe to do. 

Ant. Thou art a Soldier, only fpeak no more. 

Eno. That truth (hould be &lent, I had almoft 
forgot. 

Ant. You wrong this Prefence, thcr^fpr^ fpeak no 
more. 

Eno. Go to then: your confiderate flope. 

Caf. 1 do not much diflike the matter, but 
The matter of this fpeech: for't cannot be. 
We fhall remain in friendfbip, our conditions - 
So differing in their aiAs. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop would holdusftaunch, from edge to edgp 
O' th' world, 1 would purfue it. 

Agr. Give me leave, Cafar. 

CaJ. Speak, Agrippa* 

Agr. Thou haft a Sifter by the Mother's fide, 
Admir'd Odavia ! great Mark Antony 
Is now a Widower. 

Caf. Say not fo, Agrippa; 
If Cleopatra heard ypu, your Approof 
Were well deferv'd of raflinefs. 

Ant. I am not married, Cafar^ let me hear 
Agrippa further fpeak, 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual Amity, 

To 
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To make you brotKers, and to knit your heart* 
With an imflipping knot, take Antony 
OBavia to his Wife ; whofe Beauty claims 
No worfe a Hufbanci than the beft of men ; 
Whofe Virtue, and whofe general Graces fpcak 
That which none elfe can utter. By this marriage, 
•All little jealoufies, which now feera great. 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers. 
Would then be nothing. Truths would be but tales. 
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both, 
Would each to o,ther, .and all loves to both 
Draw ^fter her. PaVdon what I have fpokc, 
For 'tis a fhidied, not a prefent thought. 
By duty ruminated. 

Ant, Will Ccsfar fpeak ? 

Caf, Not 'trlt he hears, how Antony is touch'd 
With what is fpoke already. 

Ani. What Pb*wef is m Agrippa 
{If 1 woTiJd ^fay, Agtzppa, be it fo,) 
To make'thls good ? 

Caf* The Power of Cajar^ and 
His Power unto' Vdiavia. 

Ant, May I never 
To this good purpofe; that fo fairly (hews. 
Dream of impediment ! let me have thy hand; 
Further this afl of grace : and, from this hour. 
The heart of brothers goverrt in our loves, 
And fway our great defighs ! . 

Caf, There is my hand : 
A Silkr I bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did ever love fo dearly. Let hfer live 
To jbmdtfF kingdoms, and out Hearts, and never 
Fly off our l6ves agiin'! ' '■ ^ 

- Lep, Happily, amen." 

Ant. I did not think, to draw my fword *gainft 
Pontpey,'^ 
For he hbfA laid ftrange courteGes and great 
Of late upon me. I muft thank him only, 
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Left my remembrance fuffer ill report ; 
At heel of that, defy him. 

Lep, Time calls .upon's : . . 
Of us muft Pompey prefcntly be fought, - 
Or elfe he feeks out us. 

Ant. Where lies he ? 

Caf. About the Mount Mifenunu 

Ant. What is his ftrength by Land ? 

Ctf/1 Great, and increafmg : but by Sea 
He is an abfolute Matter, 

Ant, So is the fame. 
'Would, we had fpoke ([og^tber ! haftc >vc for it ;- 
Yet, ere we put ourfelves in arms, difpatch wc 
The bufinefs we have talkM of, , . 

Caf. With moft gladnefs^; 
And do invite you to my Siller s view, 
Whither ftraight Til lead you* .• 

Ant. Let us, Lepidus^ not lack your company. 

Lep. Noble Antonyi not jScknefs fliaujd detain me; 

: ; [Eourifti, Exfunti. 

SCENE IIL 

Mantnt Eni3birbus, Agrippk, Mecxnas. 

Mec T X7ELCOME from JBgTi/?/, .Sir. ' 

V Y EuQ. . HaliF the heart of Cafnr^ worthy 
Mecanas ! my honourable friend,. Agrippa ! . 

Agr, Good Enobarbus I 

Mec. We have caufe to be glad» that matters arc 
fo well digefted : yoU' ftay'd well by't in ^gypt. 

Eno. Ay, Sir, we did fleepday out of Hcountenance, 
and made the night light with drinking. 

Mu. Eight wild boars roafled whole at a break- 
faft, and but twelve pcrfons there ;-^Is this 4rue? 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle; we had 
much more monflrous matter of /eaft, which wor- 
thily deferved noting. 

Mec. 
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Mec. She's a moft triumphant Lady, if seport be 
fquare to hen 

Eno. When flic firft raet Mark Antony, flie puFs'd 
up his heart upon the river of Cydnus, 

Agr, There me appeared, indeed ; or my reporter 
devis'd well for her. 

Eno, I will tell you ; 
The Barge ftie fat in, like a burtlifli^d ThrohCr 
Burnt on the water; the poop was beaten gold, 
Purple the fails, and fo- perfumed, tbaifr 
The Winds were love-fick wiih ^epa ; the oars were 

filver. 
Which to the tune of jHutes kept firoke, and made 
The water, which they beat, to follow fafter. 
As amorous of their Arokes. For her own perfon^.. 
It beggar'd all defcriptio;^; rOie didJie . 
In her pavilion, cloth of gold^ of rifluc, 
O'er-piSuring that Vmuf^ where we fee 
The Fancy out-work >}ature« On.eath fide her. 
Stood pretty dimpled' Boys, like fmiling Cupids^ 
"With divers-coloiar d fans, whoie wind did fcem 
To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool,. 
And what they undid, did. 

Agr. Oh, T^re (ox Antony ! 

Eno. Her Gentlewomen, hke the Nereids;. 
So many Mermaids, tended her i' th' eyes,. 
"^ And made their Bends adorings. At the helnr, 
A feeming Mermaid fte^rs ; the filken tackles 
Swell with the touches of thefe flower-foft hands. 
That yarely frame the office. From the Barge 

♦ And madt t/Ujr bends adorning*.' ] This is Scnfc indeed, and 

may be undcrftood thus, her Maids bo%wd'^^ith Co good an Air^ 
that it »dded npwOxaces to them.- Bur this is not what Skuiejpear 
would fay. CUopatroy in this famous Scene, perfonated Kmuj joft' 
ndng from the Waves : at which Time the Mythologifts tell us, the 
Sea-deities furrounded the Goddefs to adore ^ and pay her homage. 

Therefore, we may be aiTured, he wrote, And made their bends 

adorings. — They did her Obfervance in the Poflurc of Adoration, as 
if fhe hadbecn 'Venus, \ Warb. 

A flrange 
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A ftrange invifibk perfume hits the fenfe 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The City caft 
Her People out upon her ; and Antony^ 
Enthroned i iW Market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiftljng to th' air; which, but for vacancy. 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra loo, 
And made a gap in Nature. 

Agr. Rare Egyptian ( ' ' - 

Eno^ Uport her landing, Aneonj fent to het, 
Invited her to fnpper : (he neply^d, 
it {houki be better, h* became her gueft -, 
Which {he intreated. Our courteous Antony^ 
Whom ne'er the word of No Woitoan Iveard fpeak. 
Being barbar'd ten times o'er, goes to the feaft ; 
And for his ordinary, pays bis heart, 
For what his4?yes eat OhXf. 

Agr, Royal Wench ! 
She made great C^Jhr lay ht8 fword to bed ; 
He ploughed her, atid ftf crept. ^ 

Eno, 1 fa'w lier otic^ . - : • 

Hop forty paces through the public ftreet : 
And having loft* Iter breath, fb6 fpdke, and panted 
That (he did make defeft, perfeftion, 
And breathlefs power Bfeathe-fbtth. 

Mec. Now AntoriftAu^ leave her utterly. 

Eno. Nevei% he iviii not. 
Age cannot wither her, norcuftom ftale 
Her infinite tarkty : otter wo-mcfii cloy 
The appetites they feed ; but fhe makes hungry, 
Where mo'ft flie fatislies. For vileft tilings 
Become themfelves in her, that the holy Priefts 
Blefs her, .wlien,(he is rjggifli, . ,<, , . 

Mec. If beauty, .wifdom, modeftys caw fettle 
The heart of Antony, X)Bamd is 
* A bleft aliott'ty to him. ' , 

Agr. 

* A blcflcd Lottery to him.'] Mcthinks it is a very indifferent Com- 
pliment in Heccsnas to call OhavU a Lottery, as if fhe might turn up 

Blank 
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Agr, Let us go. 
Good Enobarbus, make yourfelf my gueft, 
Whilft you abide here. 

£jio. Humbly, Sir, I thank you. [Exeunt, 

Enter Antony, Caefar, Odavfa between them. 

Ant, The world, and my great office, will fome- 
times 
Divide me from your bofom. 

0^, All which time. 
Before the Gods my knee (hall bow In prayers 
To them for you. 

Ant, Good night. Sir. My Odavia^ 
Read not my blemiflies in the world's report : 
I have not kept my fquare, but That to come 
Shall all be done by th'.ruLe; good-night, dear Lady. 

O^a. Good-night, Sir. 

Caf, Good-night. [Exeunt Caefar and Odavia. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Soothfaygr. 
Ant, XT O W, firrah ! do you wilb yourfelf in 
IX, Eg)pt7 
Sooth. 'Would I had never corne from thence, nor 
you thither ! 

Ant, If you can, your reafon ? 
Sooth. I fee it in my Motion, have it not in my 
Tongue r but yet hie you to Egypt again. 

Ant, Say to me, whofe fortune (hall rife higher, 
Cisfars or mine? 

Sooth, Cafars, ^Therefore, oh Antony^ flay not 

by his fide. 
Thy Damon, that's thy fpirit which keeps thee^ is 

Blanky as well as prove a Prize to Antony, The Poet wrote, as I 
have reform'd the Text, Allotery^ there being as much Difference 
between Lottery and AUotery^, as between a prelent Defignation and 
a future Chance. Wtxfb, 

Noble 
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Noble, courageous, high, uti match able, 
Where Cafars is not. But, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o*erpower'd ; and there- 
fore 
Make fpac€* enough between you. 

Ant, Speak this no more. 

Sooth, To none but thee; no more, but wHen to 

thee 

If thou doft play with him at any game, 
Thou'rt fure to lofe : and, of that natural luck. 
He beats thee ''gainft the odds. Thy luftre thickens^ 
When he fliines by : I fay ag9in, thy Spirit 
Is all .afraid to govern thee near him.. 
But, he away, 'tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone : 
Say to Ventidius^ I would fpeak with him. 

[Eiiil Sootki 
He fliall to Parthia ; — be it art, or hap. 
He hath fpokc true, ^he very dice obey him ; 
And, in our Sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance ; if we draw lots, he fpeeds ; 
His cocks do win the battle ftill of mine. 
When it is all to nought: and hi^ quails ever 
Beat mine, in-hoop'd at odds. I will to Egypt ; 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
r th' eaft my pleafure lies. Oh, come, Ventidiui^ 

Enter Ventidius* 

You raufl to Parthia, your commiffion's ready: 
Follow me and receive't. [Exeunt^ 

Enter Lepidus, Mecaenas, an4 Agrippa. 

Lep, Trouble yourfelves no farther : pray you, 
haften 
Your Generals after. 

Agr. Sir, Mark Antony 
Will e'en but kifs Odiavki, and well follow. 

Lep. 
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Lep, 'Till 1 fliall fee your Soldiers' drefs, 
Which will become you Both, farewel. 

Mec. We (hall. 
As I conceive the journey, be at th' mount 
Before you, Lepidus-, 

Lep, Your way is fliorter, 
My purpofes do draw me much about x 
Yoa'll win two days upon mc. 

Both, Sir, good fucccfs. 

Lep. FarcweL [Exeunh 

s c E N E y. ■ . 

Changes to the Palace in Alexandria. 

£;*/fr Cleopatra, Cliarmian, It 3i$ and Alexis, 

Cleo. /^ .1 V E me fome mufic : mufic, moody food 

VJT Of us that trade in love 

Of lis tbai trade in lov€ » 

Omnes, The mufic, .hoa ! 

Enter Mardiih the Eunuch. 

Cleo. Let it alone, let's to billiards : come, Char- 
miatir. 

Char. My arm is fore,, beft play W\\h Mardian. 

Cleo. As well a woman with an' Eunuch play'd. 
As with a woman. Come, you'll play with me, Sir? 

Mar. As well as I can, Madairu 

Cleo, And when good will is lbe.w'd^, tho't come 
too fliort. 
The ador may plead pardon. I'll none now. 
Give me mine augle, we'll to th' river, there. 
My mufic playing far off, I will betray 
Tawny-finn'd fiih-^ my bended hook (hall, piercfi 
Their (Itmy jaws ; and, as I draw them up^ 
I'll think, them every one an Antony^ . 
And fay, ah, ha J yqu're caught.. 

Oiar. 
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Char. 'Twas merry, when 
You wager'don your angling ; when your diver • 
Did hang a fait fifti on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time I — oh times ! *■ • 

I laught him our of patience, and that night 
I laught him into patience; and next morn. 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed : 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilft 
1 wore his fword Philippan. Oh, from Italy ; 

Enter a Meffenger* 
Ram thou thy faithful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 

^f^. Madam ! Madam! 

Cleo, Anionfs d.ead ? — 
If thou fay fo, villain, thou kilFft thy miftrefs : 
But well and free, 

If thou fo yield him, there is gold, and herii 
My blucft veins to kifs i a hand, that Kings 
Have lipt, and trembled kiffingi 

Mef. Firft, Madam, he is well. 

Cleo, Why, there's more gold. But, lirrah, mark, 
we ufe 
To fay, the dead are well : bring it to that, 
The gold, 1 give thee, will I melt and pour 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 

Mef, Good Madam, hear me.- 

Cleo, Well, go to, I will x 
But there's no goodnel^s in thy face. If Antony 
Be free and healthful ; why fo tart a favour 
To truriipet fiich'good ti^dings ? if not well. 
Thou fliould'ft come like a fury crowh'd with fnakes, 
Not like a formal man. 

Mef, Wiirt pleafe you liearme ? 

Cleo, I have a mind toftrike thee,fcre thou fpeak'ft; 
Yet, if thou fay Antony lives, 'tis well, '• - 
Or friends with Cafar, or not captiVe to Jiira, 

ru 
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rU fet thee in a fhower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee 

Mef. Madam, he's well. 

Cleo. Well faid. 

MeJ. And friends with Cafar. 

Cleo. Thou jt an honeft man. 

Mef. Cafar and he, are greater friends than ever. 

Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

Mtf, But yet, Madam 

Clco^ I do not like hut yet^ it does allay 
The good precedence \ fie upon hut yet : 
But yet is as a jaylor to bring forth 
Some monfirous Malefador. Pr'ythce, friend, 
Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 
The good and bad together: he's friends vfiihCjcfar^ 
In Rate of health, thou fay'ft ; and thou fay'ft, free. 

Mef. Free, Madam ! no : I made no fuch report. 
He's bound unto Odlavia, 

Cdeo. For what good turn ? 

Mef. For the beft turn i' th* bed. 

Cleo, I am.pale, Charmian 

Mef Madam, he's married to OSavia. 

Qeo. The moft infe^ious peftilence upon thee ! 

[Strikes him dawn* 

Mef Good Madam, patience. 

Cleo. What fay you ? [Strikes him. 

Hence, horrible villain, or I'll fpurn thine eyes 
Like balls before me; Y\\ unhair thy head : 

[She hales him up and down. 
Thou (halt be whipt with wire, and fiew'd in brine, 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

Mef Gracious Madam, 
I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 

Clea. Say, 'tis not fo, a province I will give thee, 
And make thy fortunes proud : the blow, thou had'ft, 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage; 
And I will boot thee with what gift befide 
Thy modefty can beg. 

Mef 
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Mef. He s married. Madam. 

CUo. Rogue, thou haft liv'd too long. 

[Draws a dagger^ 

Mef. Nay, then Til run : 
What mean you. Madam? I have made no fault. [Exit. 

Char, Good Madam, keep yourfclf with your- 
fclf. 
The man is innocent. 

Oeo, Some innocents Tcape not the thunderbolt— 
Melt Egypt Anto Nile; and kindly creatures- 
Turn all to fcrpents ! call the flavc again ; 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him; cali.- 

Ch)ar> He is afraid to come. 

Cleo, I will not hurt him. 
THefe hands do lack nobility, that they ftrike 
A meaner than myfeif : fince I myfelf 
Have given myfelf the caufe. Come hither, Sir. 

Re-enter the Mejfenger^ 

Though it be honeft, it is never good 
To bring bad news ; giveto a gracious meflage 
An hoft of tongues, but let ill tidings tell 
Themfelves, when they be felt. 

Meji I bave done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married ? 
I cannot hate thee worfer than I do, 
If you again fay, Yes. 

Mef. He's married. Madam. 

Cleo. The Gods confound thee 1 doft thou hold 
there ftiU ? 

MeJ. Should I lie. Madam ? 

Cleo, Oh, I would, thou didft; 
So half my Egypt were fubmerg'd, and made 
A cifiern for fcaPd fnakes ! go, get thee hence, 
Hadfl thou Narcijfus in thy face, to me 
Thou wouldft appear moft ugly: he is married ? — 

Mef, I crave your Highnefs' pardon. 

Cleo. . He is married ? 

MeJ. 
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MeJ. Take no offence, that I would not offend 
you; 
To puniQi me for what you make me do. 
Seems much unequal : he's married to O^avta, 

CUo. Oh, that his fault ftiould make a knave oF 
thee. 

That fay'ft but what thouVt fure of ! Get thee 

hence, 
The merchandifes, thou haft brought from Rome^ 
Are all too dear for me : 
Lie they upon thy hand, and be undone by 'em ! 

[EtiitMej: 

Char, Good your Highnefs, patience. 

CUo, In praiGng Antony, I have difprais'd Cafar:, 

Char, Many times^ Madam. 

Cleo. I am paid for it now: lead me from hence, 

I faint ; oh Iras^ Charmian —'tis no matter.—— 

Go to the fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the feature of (Mavia^ her years. 
Her inclination, let him not leave cwit 
The colour of her hair. Bring me word quickly,-^ 
Let him for ever go — let him not, Charmian; 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon^ 
Th' other way he's a Mars, Bid you Alexas 
Brin^ word, how tall the is: pity me, Charmian^ 
But fpeak not to me. Lead me to my chamber. 

. [EfceunL 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to the Coajl ^ Italy, near Mifenum. 

Enter Pompey and Men as, at one door, with drum and. 
trumpet : At another^ Caefar, Lepidus, Antony, Eno- 
barbus, Mecaenas, Agrippa, withjoldiers marching. 

P(?m.X7 OUR hoftages I have, fo have you mine; 
X And we {hall talk before we fight. 
Caf* Mo ft meet. 
That firft we come to words •, and therefore have we 

Our 
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Our written purpofes before us fent ; 
Which, if thou haft conGder'd, let us know 
If 'twill tie up thy difcontented fword, 
And carry back to Skil-^ much tall youth. 
That elfe muft perilh here. 

Vom. To you all three. 
The Senator* alone of this great world. 
Chief faflors for the Gods,^ — I do not know. 
Wherefore my Father fhould Revengers want. 
Having a Son and Friends ; fmce Jvlius Cafar^ 
(Whb at PhUippi the good Brutus ghofted,) 
There faw you labouring for him. What was it, 
That mov'd pale Cajfius to confpire ? and what 
Made Thee, all-honour'd, honeft Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd reft. Courtiers of beauteous- freedoiDi 
To drench the Capitol, but that they would 
Have an e mac, but a-man? And That is it, 
Hath made rae rig my Navy : At whofe burden 
The anger'd Ocean foams, with which I meant 
To fcourge th' ingratttude that defpightful Romi 
Caft on my nobl^ Father, 

Caf, Take your time. 

Ant. Thou canft not fear us, Pompej^ with thy fails, 
We'll fpeak with thee at fea. At land, thou know'ft, 
How much we do o'er- count thee. 

Pom, At land, indeed,- ' 

Thou doft o'er-count me of my Father's houfe. 
But (ince the cuckow builds not forhimfelf, 
Remain in't, as thou may'ft. 

Lep, Be pleas'd to tell us, 
(For this is from the prefent,) how you take 
The offers we have fent you. 

Caf» There's the point. 

Antn Which do not be intreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac'd. 

Cdpf, And what may follow 
To try a Iclrger fortune. 

Pom. You've made me offer 

Of 
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Of Sicily, Sardinia : and I mnft 
Rid all the fca of Pirates ; then to fend 
Meafures of wheat to Rome : this 'greed upon, 
To part with unhackt edges, and bear baqk 
Our targe undinted. 

Omnes. That's our offer. 

Tom. Know then, .-^ 

I came before ypu here, a man prepared 
To take this offer : But Mark Ajjttony 
Put n>c to fome irnpatience — Though I lofe 
The praife of it by telling, you muft know^ 
When Cafar and your Brother were at blows, 
Your Mother caip^ to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. 

Ant. I have heard it, Pompcy^ 
And am well fiudied for a liberal tha^uks, 
Which I do owe you. 

Fom. Let me have your hand : 
I did not think, Sir, to ha^e met you here. 

AnL The beds i'tJi'.Eaft are faft i and thanks to you. 
That caird me timelier than my purpofe hither: 
For Tve gain d by it. 

Caf. Since I faw you laft. 
There is a change. upon you* 

Pom. Well, I know not. 
What counts hard fortune cafts upon my face; 
But ip:my bofom (he fhall never come, 
Tp i^iake m,y h-qart h^ yaffal. 

Lep. Well met here. ^ 

Pomp. 1 hope fo, Lepidus, thus we are agreed : 
I crave, our compofition may be writtea 
Andfeal'd between us. 

C<g/". That's the next to do. 

Pom. We'll feaft each other, ere we part, and let's 
I)raw lots whbffliall beginw 

Ant. That.l.wilJ, P(9;n//ej» 

Pom. No, AntQi^y, take the lot : 
But, firft or laft, your fine Egyptian cookery 

Shall 
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Shall have the fame. Tvc heard, that Julius Ctefar 
Grew fat with feafting ihere. 

Ant, 'You have heard muclu 

Fom* I -have fatr meaning. Sir. , 

Ant. And fair words to them. 

Tom, Then fo much have I heard. 
And I have heard, ApoUodorus carried 

Eno, No more of that : he did fo. 

Pom. What, I pray you ? 

Eno, A certain Queen to Cafar in a mattrefs. 

Pom, I know thee now, how far*A thou. Soldier? 

Eno. Well-, 
"And well amlike to do*; for, 1 perceive, 
Four Fcafts are toward. 

Pom. Let me ihake thy hand, 
1 neyer hated thee: 1 have feen thee 'fight. 
When 1 have envied thy behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, ^ 

I never lov'd you much, but I ha' prais'd ye, 
When you have well defcrv'd ten times as miKh 
As I have faid you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainndi. 
It nothing ill becomes thee ; 
Aboard my Galley I invite you ill. 
Will you lead, Lords ? » . 

All. ShewL's the way, Sir. 

Pom. Come. [EMiunt. Mamnt Enob. and Mtnzu 

Men. Thy Father, Pampey, would ne'er have made 
this Treaty. 
You and I have kaown. Sir. 

Eno. At fea, I think. 

Men. We have. Sir. 

Eno. You have done well* by water. 

Men, And you by land. 

Eno. I will praife any man that will praifc mCt 
though it cannot be denied what I have done by land. 

Men. Nor what Lhave done by water, 

Emo 
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Eno. Yes, fomething you can deny for your own 
fafety : you have been a great thief by fea. 

Men. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land-fervice; but give me 
y OUT hand, Menas^ if our eyes had authority, here 
they might take two thieves killing. 

Men.. All men's faces are true, whatfoe'er their hands 
are. 

Eno. But there is ne'er a fair woman, has a true face. 

Men. No flander they fteal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am forry it is turned to a Drink- 
,ing. Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune. 

Eno. If he do, fure, he cannot weep't back again. 

M^n. YouVe faid, Sir; we look'd not for Mark 
Antdny here ; pray you, is he married to Cleopatra ? 

Eno. Cafars Sifter is called OHama. 

Men. True, Sir, (he was the Wife oiCaius Marcellus. 

Eno. But now (he is the Wife oi Marcus Antonius. 

Men. Pray ye. Sir ? 

Eno. 'Tis true. 

Men. Then is Cafar and he for ever knit together. 

Eno. If I were bound to divide of this Unity, I 
would not prophefy fo. 

Men. I think, the policy of that purpofe made 
more in the marriage, than the love of the parties. 

Eno: I think fo too. But you fhall find, the band, 
that feems to tie their friendfhip together, will be the 
very ftrangler of their amity: OBavia is of a holy, 
cold, and ftill converfation. 

Men. Who would not have his Wife fo? 

Eno. Not he, that himfelf is not fo ; which is Mark 
Antony. He will to his Egyptian Dilh again; then 
fhall the fighs of Odavia blow the fire up in Cafar, 
and, as I faid befgre, that which is the ftrength of 
their amity, (hall prove the immediate author of their 
variance. Antony will ufe his afFeflioa where it is^ 
He married but his occafion hese. 

Vol. VIII. L Men. 
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Men. And thus it may be. Gome, Sir, will yon 
aboard ? I have a health for you. 

Eno. I fliall take it, Sir: we have us'd out throats 
in Egypt. 

Men. Come, let's away. / [Exeunt. 

S GENE VII. 

On Board Vompcy^ s 'Galley, 

MufiQ plays. Enter two or three Servants with a Banqv4t. 

iSer.y y ERE they'll be, man: fome o'their plants 
JljL are ill rooted already, the leaft wind i*tK' 
world will blow them down. 

2 Ser, Lepidus is highly-colour'd. 

1 Ser. They have made him^drink alms-drink. 

2 Ser. As they pinch one another by the difpofition, 
he cries out, no more; reconciles them to his entreaty, 
and himfelf to th' Drink. 

1 Ser, But it raifes the greater war between him 
and his difcretion. 

2 Ser. Why, this it is to have a name in great 
men's feUowfhip: I had as lieve have a reed that will 
do me no fervice, as a Partizan Icould not heave. 

I Ser, To be call'd into a huge fphere, and not to 
be feen to move in't, are the holes where eyes (hould 
be, which pitifully difafter the cheeks* 

Trumpets. Enter Caefar, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus^ 
Agrippa, Mccaenas. Enobarbus, Menas, withother 
Captains, 

Ant. Thus do they, Sir: they take the flow o'th' 
By certain fcale i'th' pyramid ; they know, [Nile 

By th' height, the lownefs, or the mean, if dearth. 
Or foizon, fellow. The higher Nilus fwells, 
The more it promifes ; as it ebbs, the fcedfman 
Upon the flime and ooze fcatters his grain, 
And (hordv comes to harvcft. 
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^p, "You've flrsuige lerpents there. 

Ant, Ah, Lepidus, 

Lep. Your ferpent oi Egypt is bred now of your 
mud by the operation of your Sun ; fo is your Cro- 

Ant. They are fo. [codile^ 

Pom. Sirrah, fome wine ! a health to Lepidus, 

Lep. I am not fo as I ibould be : 
But ril ne'er out. 

Eno. Not 'till you have flept; I fear rae, youU be 
in, 'till then. 

I^p, Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ftolemfu 
Pyraraifis are very goodly things; without contra- 
diction, I have heard that. 

Men. Pompey^ a word. [AJide, 

Pom. Say in mine ear, what is't ? 

Men. Forfake thy feat, I do befeech thee, Captain. 
And hear me fpeak a word. 

Pom. Forbear me, 'till anon. [Whifpers. 

This wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile ? 

.472/. Ii is (hap'd. Sir, like itfelf; and it is as broad 
as it hath breadth ; it is juft fo high as it is, and 
moves with its own organs. It lives by that which 
nouriftieth it; and the elements once out of it, k 
tranfraigrates. 

±ep. What colour is it of ? 

Ant. Of it's own colour too. 

Lep. 'Tis a ftr^ange ferpent. 

Ant. 'Tis fo, and the tears of it are wet. 

Caf. Will this defcription fatisfy him? 

Ant. With the health that Pompey gives him, eJfc 
he is a very Epicure, 

Pom. Go hang, Sir, hang! tell me of that? away! 
Do as I bid you. Where's the Cnpl caU'd for? 

Men. If for the fake of merit thou wilt hear me, 
Hife from thy ftool. 

Pom. I think, thou'rt mad; the matter? 

Men, I have ever held my pap off to thy fortunes. 
L.8 Poni. 
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Tom. Thou haft ferv'd me with much faith : what's 
clfe to fay ? be jolly. Lords. 

Ant. Thefe quick-fands, Lepidus^ 
Keep off them, 'fore you^fink. 

Men. Wilt thou be lord of all th€ world ? 

Pom. Whatfay'ftihou? 

Men. Wilt thou be Lord of , the wiiole world? that^NS 

Pom. How (hall that be? [twice* 

Men. But entertain it. 
And though you think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee all the world. 

Fom. Haft thou drunk well ? 

Men, No, Pompey, I have kept me from theCup* 
Thou art, if thou dar'ft be, the earthly J(?v«.* 
What e'er the Ocean pales, or Sky inclips. 
Is thine, if thou wilt ha't. 

Pom, Shew me which way. [titers. 

Men. Thfife three World-fliarers, thefe Compe- 
Are in thy Veffel. Let me cut the cable: 
And when we are put off, fall to their throats t 
AH then is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou Ihouldft have done. 
And not have fpoken on't. In me, 'tis villany ; 
In thee, 't had been good fervice : , thou muft know^ 
'ris not my profit that does lead mine honour; 
Mine honour, it: repent^ that e'er thy tongue 
Hath fo betray'd thine a<%. Being done unknown, 
1 ihould have found it afterwards well done.; 
But muft condemn it now. Defift, and drink. 

Men. For this, , -t 

I'll never follow thy pall'd fortunes more; 
Who feeks and will not take, when once 'tis offer d, 
Shall never find it niore. 

Pom. This healtii to Ltpidus. 

Ant, Bear him afliore, I'll pledgc.it for him, Pompej, 

Eno, flere's to thee, Menas. 

Men. Enobarbus^ welcome. 

Pom. Fill 'till the Cup be hid, 

Eno. 
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Eno, There's a firong fellow, Menas. 

[Painting to Lepidus. 

Men. Why? 
, Eno* He bears the third part af the world, man J 
feeft not ? 

Men, The third part then is drunk : 'woiild,-it were 
That it might go on wheels ! [ally 

Eno>» Drink, thou, encreafe the reels. 

Men. Come. 

Pom, This is not an Alexandrian Feaft. 

Ant, It ripens towards it ; ilrike the veflels^ hoa. 
Here is to* Cafar, 

CaJ, I could well foroear it ; 
It's monftrous labour when 1 wafli ray brain^ 
And i I grows fouler. 

Ant, Be a child o'th' time. 

Caf, Poffcfs it, ril make anfwer ; but I had rather 
Faft from all, four days, than drink fo much in one. 

Eno . Ha, my brave Emperor, ftiall we dance now 
ih^ EgypHan Bacchanals, and celebrate our Drink? 

Pom. Let's ha't, good Soldier; 

Ant. Come, let's all take hands ; 
'Till that the conquering wine hath ftcept our fenfe 
In foft and delicate Lethe. 

Eno. All take hands r 
Makebattepyto our ears with the loud mufic. 
The while I'll place you ; then the Boy fliall fing : 
The Holding every man fliall beat as loud 
As his ftrong Odes can volly.^ 

[Mufic plays. Enobarbus plaees them hand in hand. 

The S N^ G. 

Come^ thou Monarch of the Vine^ 
Plumpy Bacchus, with pink eyne. 
In thy vats Our cares be drown *d : 
With thy grapes our hairs be crown d! 
Cup us, 'till the world go round ; 
Cup us, 'till the world go round; 

L3 Cafi 
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C^. What would you more? Pompey^ good-night^ 
Good Brother, 
Let {he requeft you off; our graver bufinefs 
Frowns at this levity. Gentle Lords, let's part; 
You fee, we have burnt our cheeks. Strong Enobarbus 
la weaker than the wind ; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it fpeaks; the wild difguife hath al'moK 
Autickt us all. What needs more words ? goodnight* 
Good Antony, your hand. 

Fom, I'll try you on^ the (hore. 

Ant, And (hall, Sir ; give's your ban d^ 

Fom. Oh, Antony^ you have my father's houfe. 
But, what ! we're friends; comedown into the boat. 

jEno. Take heed yon fall not, MenaS% 

Men. I'll not on ftiore. 

No, to my cabin thefc drums^! 

Thefe trumpets, flutes ! what I 
Let Xeptune bear, vre bid a loud farewel 
To thefe great fellows^ Sound, and be favig'd, fpund^ 
out. [Sound aflouri/h^ nnih drums. 

Eno* Hoo, fays 'a f there's my cap. 

Men^ Hoa ! noble Gaptaiin, come. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. S C EN E I. 

A Camp in a Part of Syria. 

l£nter Ventidius, as after Conquejl; the dead body of 
Pacorus borne before him, Silius, Roman Soldiers^ 
and Attendants. 



Ventidius. 

O W, darting Parthia, art thou ftruck ; and 
now 
Pleas'd Fortune does of Marcus Crafus' death 

Make 



N 
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I^kc me revenger. Bear the King's fon's body 
Before our Hoft ; thy Facorus^ Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Crajfus. 

SiL Noble Ventidius^ . 
Whilft yet with Parthian blood thy fword is warm. 
The fugitive Parthians follow : Spur through Mediar- 
Mefopotamia, and the Ihclters whither 
The routed fly. So thy grand C zpt^in Aniony 
Shall fet thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Vcji. Oh Silius, Silius, 
I've (jbne enough. * A lower pl^ce, note well. 
May make too great anaA: for learn this, Silius^ 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed 
Acquire too high a fame, when he^ wefcrve, 's away- 
Ca/aj' and Antony have ever won 
More in their officer, than pcrfon. - Soffius^ 
One of my Place in Syria, his Lieutenant^ 
For quick accumulation of renown^ 
Which he atchiev'd by th' minute, loft his Favoun 
Who does i'th' wars more than his Captain can^ 
Becomes his Captain's Captain ; and ambition, 
(The foldier's virtue) rather makes choice of lofs^ 
Than gain which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Antonius good, 
But 'twould offend him ; and in his offence 
Should my performance perifti. 

SiL Thou haft, Vefitidius, That, without the which: 
A foldier and his fword grant fcarce diftindion: 
Thou wilt write to Antony P 

Ven. I'll humbly fignify what in his name, 
That magical word of war, we have effefted; 
How with his Banners, and his well-paid Ranks, 
The ne'er-yet-beaten Horfe of Parthia 
We've jaded out o'th' field. 

Sil, Where is he now ? 

Ven, He purpofeth to Athens; with what hafte 
The weight we muft convey with's will permit, 

L 4. We 
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Wc fliall appear befoK him.. On, there; ^pah 

along. [Exeunt. 

SCENE n. 

Changes to Rome. 

Enter Agrippa at one door, Enobarbus at another. 

Agr. 'WJ HAT, arc the brothers parted ? 

V V Eno. They have difpatch'd with Pompej, 
he is gone. 
The other three are lealing. OBavia weeps. 
To part from Rome : Cafar is fad : and Lepidus, 
Since Fompefs feaft, as Menas fays, is troubled 
'With the green ficknefs. 
Agr. Tis a noble Lepidus, 

Eno. A very fine one ; oh, how he loves Cafar ! 
Agr. Nay, but how dearly he adores Mark Anion) L 
Eno- Cafar ? why, he's the Jupiter of men. 
Agr. What's Antony, the God otjupiur f 
Eno. Speak you oi Cafar T oh! the non^pareil! 
Agr. Oh Antony, oh thou Arabian bird I 

Eno. Would you praife Cafar ^ fay, Ciefar ; ge 

no further. 
Agr. Indeed, he plied them both with excdlent 

praifes. 
Eno, But he loves Cafar bcft, yet he loves Antony: 
Ho ! hearts, tongues, figure, fcribes, bards, poets, 

cannot 
Think, fpeak, caft, -write, fing, number, ho I 
His love to Antony. But as for Cafar^ 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder 

Agr. Both he loves. 

Eno. They are his Ihards, and he their beetle I fo — 
This is to horfe ; adieu, noble Agrippa. [Trumpets. 
^ Agr. Good fortune, worthy foldier, and farcwel. 

Enter Cacfar, Antony, Lepidus, fln</ OSavia. 
Ant. No farther^ Sir. 

Caf. 
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Caf, You take from me a great part of myfelf: 
Ufe me well in't. Sifter, prove fuch a wife 
Asrmy thoughts make thee, and my fartheft bond 
Shall pafs on thy approof. Moft noble Antony y 
Let not the piece of virtT>e, which itS fet 
Betwixt us, as ihe cement of our love, 
To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 
The Fortrefs of it: for better might we 
Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts > 
This be not cherifht. 

Ant, Make me not offended. 
In your diftruft* 

CcbJ. I've faid. 

Ant. You IhalLnot find. 
Though you be therein curious, the leaft caufe 
For what you feem to fear ; fo the Gods keep youv 
And make the hearts of Romans ferve your ends ! 
We will :her& part. 

Caf, Farewel, my.deareft fitter, fare thee well v 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy fpirits all of comfort ! fare thee well. 

0^. My noble brother I 

Ant; The ApriCs in her eyes: it is love's Spring, 
And thefe the fliowcrs to bring it on \ be chearful. 

Odi, Sir, look- well ta -my hu (band's houfc ; anJ — 

C^f. What, OOavia? 

OB, ni tell you in your ear. 

Ant, Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue ; the fwan's down- 
feather. 
That ftands upon the fwell at full of tide, 
And neither way inclinesi 

Eno, Will C<tfar weep ? 

Agr, He has a cloud in's face. 

Eno. He were the worfe for that, were he a horfe ;: 
So is he, being a man. 

AgT, Why, EnobarbijS ? 
When Antony found Julius Cafar dead» 

L 5 He 
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He cried almoft to roaring ; and he wept. 
When at Pkilippi he found Brutus flain. 

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with a» 
rheuin ; 
What willingly he did confound, he wail'd ; 
Believe't, 'till 1 wept too. 

Caf. No, fweet O&avia, 
You ihall hear from me fiill; the time (hall not 
Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ant. Come, Sir, come, 
rU wreftle with you in my (Irength of love. 
Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go. 
And give you to the Gods. 

Caf, Adieu, be happy -! 

Lep. Let all the number of the Stars give light 
To thy fair way 1 

Caf. Farewel, farewel ! [^iji^ Odavia.- 

Ant, Farewel ! [Trumpets found. Exeunt, 

SCENE III. 

Changes to the Palace in Alexaindria. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian^ Iras, and Alexas.^ 
Cleo. T XT HERE is the fellow ? 

V V Alex, Half afraid to come. 
Cleo, Go to, go to; come hither. Sir. 

Enter the Meffenger as before^ 

Alex, Good majefly ! 
Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 
But when you are well plcas'd. 

Cleo, That Herod's head 
I'll have; but how? when Antony is gone, 
Through whom I might command it: — Gome Thotiv 
near. 

Mef. Moft gracious Majefty, 

Cleo, Didft thou behold 
OSiavia ? 

Mff. 
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Mef. Ay, dread Queen. 

CUo. Where? 

Mef. In Rome^ Madam. 
I lookt her in the face ? and faw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony.^ 

CUo. Is (he as tall as me? 

Mef, She is not. Madam. [or low ? 

Cleo, Didft hear her fpeak ; is fhe (hril-tongu'd, 

Mef. Madam, I heard her fpeak, flie is low-voic'd. 

Clea. That's not fo good ; he cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her? ah IJis ! 'lis impofiiblc. 

Cleo. I think fo, Charmian ; dull of tongue and' 
- dwarfifb^ 
What Majefty is in her gait ? remember, 
If e'er thou look'dft on Majefty. 

Mef She creeps ; 
Her motion and her ftation are as one : ' 
She Ihews a body rather than a life, 
A ftatue than a breather. 

Cleo. Is |his certain ? 

Mef Or I have no obfervance. 

Char. Three in Egypt 
Cannot make better note. 

Cleo. He's very knowing. 
I do perceive't; there's nothingSn her yet. 
The fellow has good judgment. 

Char. Excellent. 

Cleo. Guefs at her years, I pr'ythee. 

Mef. Madam, (he was a widow. 

Qto. Widow ? Charmian^ hark. 

Mef And I do think, fhe's thirty. [round ? 

Cleo. Bear'ft thou her face in mind ? is't long, or 

Mef. Round even to faultinefs. 

Cleo. 'For th' moft part too, 
They're foolilh that are fo. Her hair, vrfiat colour ? 

Mef .Brown, Madam ; and her forehead 
As low as Ihe would wi(h it. 

Cleo. There's gold for thee. 

L 6 Thou. 
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Thou muft not take my former (barpnefs ill,.. 
I will employ thee back again ; I End thee 
Moft fit for bufinefs. Go, make thee ready; 
Our letters are prepared. 

Char, A proper man. 

Cleo, Indeed, he i^ fo: I repent me much, 
Thai fo I harried him. Why, methinks, by him,^ 
This creature's no fuch thing. 

Char. O. nothing, Madam. 

Cleo, The man hath feen fome Majefty, and (hould' 
know. 

Char. Haih he feen Majefty ? Ifis elfe defend ! . 
And ferving you fo long? 

Cleo, Tve one thing more to afk him yet, good 
Chatmian : 
But ^is no matter, thou (halt bring him to me 
Where I will write: all may be well enough. 

Ch&r, I warrant you, Madam. [ExewiL 

s c E N E IV. 

Changes to Athens. 
Enter Antony and Oflavia. 

^nt, TV JAY, nay, O^^t/w, not only That, 

x\ That were excufable, That and thoufands- 
more 
Of femblable import, but he hath wag'd 
New wars 'gainft Pompey ; made his Will and read it 
To public ear ; fpoke fcantily of me ; 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and fickly 
He vented them ; moft narrow meafure lent me ; 
When the beft hint was given him, he not took'^t. 
Or did it from his teeth. 

OB, Oh, my good lord. 
Believe not all ; or, if you muft belfeve^ 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 

If 



Ant ckn y and' G x. e ap at r a. 233 

If this dtvifion chance, ne'er fiood between. 
Praying forbt)th parts : the good Gods will mock me. 
When I ihall pxay, oh, blefs my lord and hufband I 
Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 
Oh, blefs my brother ! Hufband win, win brother, 
Prays, and deftroys the prayer ; no midway 
Twixt thefe extremes at all. 

Ant, Gentle OBavia^ 
Let your heft love draw to that point, which feeksr 
Beft to preferve it ; if I lofe mine honour, 
1 lofe myfelf ; better I were not yours, 
Than yours fo bran chiefs. But, as yovt requefted, 
Yourfclf Ihall go betwcen's ; the mean time, lady, 
ni raife the preparation of a war. 
Shall ftai.n your brother ; make your fooneft hafte; 
So, your defires are yours. 

ok. Thanks to my lord. 
The Jcvi of Power make me, moft weak, moft weak, 
Your reconciler ! wars 'twixt you 'twain would be 
As if the world fliould cleave, and that flain men. 
Should folder up the rift. 

Ant, When it appears to you where this begins,^ 
Turn your difpleafure that way ; for our faults 
Can never be fo equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your Going; 
Chufc your own company, and command what coft 
Your heart has mind to. [Exeunt, 

Enter Enobarblis and Eros. 

Eno, How now, friend Eros ? 
• Eros, There's ftrange news, come. Sir. 
Eno. What, man ? 
Eros, Ccefar and Lepidus have made war upon 

Pompey. 
Eno, This is old ; what is the fuccefs ? 
Eros, Cafar, having made ufe of him in the wars 
*gainft Pompey^ prefently denied him rivalty, would 
not let him partake in the glory of the adion; and 

not 
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not refting here.accufes him of letters he had formerly 
wrote to Pompey, Upon his own appeal, feizes him; 
fo the poor Third is up, 'till death enlarge his con- 
fine. 

En(h Then 'would thoa had'ft a pair of chaps, no 
more r and throw between them all the food thou 
haft, they'll grind the other. Where's i4n/(mj ? , 

Eros, He's walking in the garden thus? andfpums 
The rufli that lies before him. Grys, fool Lepidus !': 
And threats the throat of that his Officer, 
That raurder'd Pompey, 

Eno. Our great Navy's rigg'd. 

Eros. For Italy and Ctefar ; more, Domitius^ 
My lord dcfires you presently ; my news 
I might have told hereafter. 

Em, 'Twill be naught; but let it be; bring me to 
Antony, 

Eros. Come, Sir. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the Palace in Rome. 

Enter Caefar, Agrippa, and Mecaenas. 

C^/ /CONTEMNING 2l<?m^ he has done all this, 

V>* and more. 

In Alexandria; here's the manner of it : 
I'th' market-place on a Tribunal (ilver'd, 
Cleopatra and himfelf in chairs of gold 
Were publicly enthron'd ; at the feet, fat 
Cafario, whom they call my father's fon ; 
And all the unlawful iffue, that their luft 
Since then hath made between them. Unto 'her 
He gave the 'ftabliChment of Egypt^ made her 
Of lower Syria^ Cyprus^ Lydia^ 
Abfolute Queen. 

Mec, This in thfc public eye? 

C(sf, Fih' common fhcw-place,. where they exercife. 

His 
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His fons were there proclaimed the Kings of Kings ;. 

Great Media^ Parthia^ and Arimnia 

He gave to AUxandtr; to Ptolemy he aflign'd 

Syria^ Cilicia, and Phumicia : (be 

In the habilimeats of the Goddefs IJis 

That day appear*d^ and oft before gave audience; 

As 'tis reported, fo. 

Mec, Let Rome be thus informed. 

Agr. Who, queafy with his infolence already^ 
Will their good thoughts call from him. 

Caf. The people know it, and have now recciv'd 
His accufations. 

Agr. Whom does he accufe? 

Caf* Cafar; and that having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius fpoiPd, we had not rated him 
His part o'th' Ifle. Then does he fay, he lent me 
Some Shipping unreiior'd. Laftiy, he frets, 
That Lepidus of the Triumvirate 
Should be deposed ; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

Agr. Sir, this ibould be anfwcr'd. 

Caf, 'Tis done already, and his mef&nger gone : 
I told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel ; 
That he his high authority abus'd. 
And did deferve his C hange. For what I've conquer'd, 
I grant him part ; but then, in his Armenia^ 
And other of his conquer'd Kingdoms, I 
Demand the like 

Mec. He'll ne'er yield to that. 

Caf Nor muft he then be yielded to in this. 

Enter Odavia, with Attendants, 

Od, Hail, Cafar, and my lord I hail, moft dear 

Cafar ! 
Caf That ever I (hould call thee Caft-away I 
OS, You have not called me fo, nor have you caufe. 
Caf Why haft thou ftoll'n upon us thus? you come 

not 

Like 
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Like Cafar% fifter; the wife oi Antony 
Should have an army- for an uflier, and 
The neighs of horfe to tell of her approach. 
Long ere (he did appear. The tree* by th' way 
Should l^ave borne men, and expedation fainted^ 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the dud 
Should have afcended to the roof of heav'n, 
Rais'd by your populous troops ; but you are come 
A market-maid to Kome^ and have prevented 
The oftentation of our love; which, left unfhewn,. 
Is often left unlov'd ; we ihould have met you 
By fea and land, fupplying every ftage 
With an augmented greeting. 

0^. Good my lord, 
To come thus was I not conftrain'd, bnt did it 
On my free will. My lord, Mark Antony^ 
Hearing that you prepared for war, acquainted- 
My grieving ear withal ; whereon I begg'd 
His pardon for return. 

Caf, Which foon he granted. 
Being an Obttrufl 'tween his luft and him. 

Gd, Do not fay fo, my lord. 

CaJ. 1 have eyes upon him. 
And his affairs come to me on the wind : 
Where is he now ? 

est. My lord, in Athens. 

Caf. No, my moft wronged fifte»; CUopatra • 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore, who now arc levying 
The Kings o' th' earth for war. He hath affembled 
Bocchus the King of Libya, Archelaus 
O^ Cappadocia, Philadelphos King' 
0[ Paphiagonia; the Thracian King Adullus, 
King Malchus of Arabia, King of Pont^ 
Herod o{ Jewry ^ Mithridates King 
Of Coma gene, Polemon and Amintas, 
The King ol Mede^ and Lycaonia^ 
With a more larger lift of fcepiers, 

00. 
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0^. Ay me moft wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 
That do afflift each other ! 

Caf, Welcome hither; 
Your letters did witb-bold our breaking forth, 
*Till we perceived, both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negh'gent danger \ cheer your heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content thefe flrong necedities ; 
But let deiermin'd things to Deftiny 
Hold unbewaird their way. Welcome to Rome ; 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the mark of thought ; and the high Gods, 
To do you juftice, make their miniftcr* 
Of us, and ihofe that love you. Be of comfort, 
And ever welcome to us. 

Agr, Welcome, lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear Madam. 
Each heart in Rome does love and pity you ; 
Only th^ adulterous Antony^ mo& large 
In bis abominations, turns you off, 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull^» 
That nofes it againft us. 

Oa. Isitfo, Sir? 

CaJ. It is moft certain: fitter, welcome; pray you. 
Be ever known to patience. My dear'ft fitter ! 

[Eiieunt^ 

SCENE VI. 

Near the Promontory of Aftium. 
Enter Cleopatra and Enobarbus. 

Oeo.X Will be even with thee, doubt it not. 
X Eno, But why, why, why? 
Cleo. Thou haft forefpoke my being in thefe wars ; 
And fay'tt, it is not fit. 
Eno, Well ;. is. it,. is it? 

eieo. 
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Cleo, Is't not denounced againft us ? why (hould . 
not we be there in perfon ? 

Eno, Well, I could reply : if we (hould ferve with 
horfe and mares together, the horfe were merely loft; 
the mares would bear a foidier and his horfe. 

Geo. What is't you fay ? 

Eno, Your prefence needs rouft puzzle Antony ; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from's time; 
What {hould not theii be fpar*d. He is already 
Traduc'd for levity, and 'tis faid in Rome^ 
That Phoiinus an eunuch, and your maids, 
Manage this war. 

Cleo, Sink Rame^ and their tongues rot 
That fpeak againft us .' A charge we bear Tih' war? 
And,' as the prefident of my Kingdom, will I 
Appear there for a man. Speak not againft it,. 
I will not flay behind. 

Enter Antony (tnd Canidius- 

Eno. Nay, I.have done: here comes the Emperor. 

Ant. Is it not ftrange, Canidius^ 
That from Tanntum^ and Brundufium^ 
He could fo quickly cut th' Ionian fca. 
And take in Toryne ? You have heard on't, Sweet ? 

CUo* Celerity is never more admir'd 
Than by the negligent. 

Ant. A good rebuke. 
Which might have well become the beft of mea 
To taunt at flacknefs. CanidiuSj we 
Will fight with him by fea. 

Cleo. By fea, what elfe ? 

Can. Why will my lord do fo ? 

Ant. For That he dares us to't. 

Eno. So hath my lord dar'd him to fingle fight. 

Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Fharfalia^ 
Where Cafar fought with Pompey. But thefc oSerS, 
Which ferve not for his vantage, he fhakes off; 
Ajid fo dould you. 

Eno. 
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Eno. Your fliips are jiDt well mann'd. 
Tour mariners are muliteers, reapers^ people 
Ingroft by fwift imprefs. In Cafars fleet 
Arc thofe that often have againft Pompey fought ; 
Their fliips are yarc, yours heavy : no difgrace 
Shall fall you for refuting him at fea, 
Being prepar'd for land. 

Ant, By fea, by fea. 

Eno. Moft worthy Sir* you therein throw away 
The abfolute foldierfhip you have by land ; 
DiftraA y^^ur army, which doth moft confift 
Of war-mark'd footmen : leave unexecuted 
Your own renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
The- way which promifes aflurance, and 
Give up yourfelf merely lo chance and hazard^ 
FromErra fecurity*^ 

Ant. rU fight at fea. 

Cteo, 1 have fixiy fails, Cafar notie better. 

Ant, Our overplus of Clipping, will we burn^ 
And, with the reft fuU-mann'dn from the head of 

Adium 
Beat the approaching Cafar. . But if wfi fail,. 
We thea caa do't at land. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Thy bufinefs ? 

Mef, The news is true, my lord; he is defcry*d; 
Cajar has taken Toryne, 

Ant, Can he be there in perfon? 'tis impollible. 
Strange, . that iiis power (hould be fo. Canidius^ 
Our nineteen legions thou ihalt hold by land^, 
And our twelve thoufand horfe. WeUl to our fliip ;- 
Away, my Thetis ! 

Enter, a Soldier, 

How now, worthy foldier ? 

Sol, Oh noble Emperor, do not fight by fea, 
Truft not to rotten planks : do you mifdoubt 

Thir 
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This fword, and thefe my wounds ? let the Egyptians 
And the Phcsnicians go a ducking : we 
Have us'd to conquer (landing on the eartli, 
And fighting foot to foot. 

Ant. Well, well, away. 

[Exeunt Ant. Cleo. and Enob. 

Sol. By Hercules^ I think, I am i' th' right. 

Can. Soldier, thou art; but his whole aAion grows 
Not in the power on't : fo our leader's led^ 
And we are women's men. 

Sol. You keep by land 
The legions and the horfc whole, do you not? 

Can* Marcus CSavius^ Marcus JuJ^eius-^ 
Publicoln, and Calms, are for fear 
But we keep whole by land. This fpeed of Cajar'n 
Carries beyond belief. 

Sol. While hc^ was yet in BMme^ 
His power went out in fuch diftraflions as 
Beguird all fpies.^ 

Cm* Who's his lieutenant, hear you? 

Sol. They fay, one Taurus^ 

Can. Well I know the man. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. The Emperor calls Canidius. 
Can. With news the time's in labour, and throws* 
forth. 
Each minute, fome. [Exeuni. 

Enter Cxfar, with his army marMng. • 

CaJ. Taurus J 
Tour. My lord. 

Caf. Strike not by land. Keep whole, provoke 
not battle, 
'Till we have done at fea. Do not exceed 
The prefcript of this fcroul : our fortune lies 
Upon this jump. [Exeunt, 

Enter 
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Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

Ant. Set we our fquadrons on yond fide o' th' hill. 
In eye of Cafars battle; from which place 
We nnay the number of the fliips behold, 
And fo proceed accordingly. \ExeunL 

SCENE VII. 

Canidius, marching mith his land-army one way over the 
Jiage ; and Taurus, the lieutenant of Caefar, the other 
way:. after their .going in^ is heard the noifeofajea^ 
fight. Alarm, Enter Enobarbus. 

JEno.'VT AUGHT, naught, all naught, I can behold 

Ju^ no longer; 

Th' Antonians^ the Egyptian admiral. 
With all their fixty, fly, and turn the rudder: 
To fee'^t, mine eyes are blafted. 

Enter Scarus. 

Scar. Gods and Goddeffes, 
All the whole Synod of them! 

Eno. What's thy paflion? 

Scar, The greater cantk of (he world is loft 
.\yith very ignorance ; we have kift away 
Kingdoms and Provinces. 

Eno, How appears the fight? 

Scar. On our fide like the token'd peftilcnce. 
Where death is fure. Your ribauld nag of Egypt, 
(Whom leprofy overtake !) i' th' midft o' ih' fight, I 
{When vantage like a pair of twins appeared 
Both as the fame, or rather ours the elder;) 
The breeze upon her, like a cow in June^ 
Hoifis fails, and flies. 

Eno. That I beheld : 
Mine eyes did-ficken .at the fight, and could not 
Endure a further view. 

Scar. She once being looft, 

The 
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The noble ruin of her magic, Antony^ 
Claps on his fea-wing^ like a doating mallard. 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her : 
I never faw an adion of fuch fhame ; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Did violate fo itfelf. 
Eno. Alack, algcki 

Enter Canidius. 

Can. Our fortune on the fea is out of breafh. 
And finks moft lamentably. Had our General 
Been what he knew himfelf, it had gone well: 
Oh, he has given example for our flight, 
Moft grofly by his own. 

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts ? why then, good- 
night, indeed. 
Can. Towards Peloponnefus arc they fled. 
Scar. 'Tis eafy to't. 
And there I will attend wh,at further comes. 

Can. To Cafar will I render 
My legions and my horfe; fix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 

Eno. ril yet follow 
The wounded chance of Aniony^ though my reaTon 
Sits in the wind againft me^ [Exeunt^ feverally^ 

Enter Antony, with Eros and other Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon^t. 
It is afham'd to bear me. Friends, come hither, 
I am fo lated in the world, that I 
Have loft my way for ever. IVc a (hip 
Laden with gold, take that, divide it ; fly. 
And make your peace with Cafar. 

Omnes, Fly ! not we. 

Ant. Tve fled myfelf, and have inflrufled cowards 
To run, and fliew their flioutders. Friends, be gone. 
I have myfelf refolv'd upon a courfe. 
Which has.no need of you. Be gone, 

My 
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TWfy treafure's in the harbour. Take it oh, 

I followed That I blulh to look upon ; 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
'Reprove the brown for ralhnefs, and they them 
For fear and doating. Frten(ds, be gone ; you ftiall 
Have letters from me to fome friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. -Pray you, look not fad, 
'Nor make replies of lothnefs ; take the hint, 
Which my defpair proclaims. Let them be left. 
Which leave themfeives. To the fea-fideftraight-way: 
I will poffefs you of that fhip and treafure; 

Xcave me, I pray, a little ; pray you now i 

Nay, do fo ; for, indeed, IVe loft command. 

Therefore, I pray you I'll fee you by and by. 

[Sits down. 

Enter Cleopatra, /^^^j^Charmian^ttei Iras, /o Antony. 

Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, comfort hiau 

Iras. Do, moft dear Queen. 

Char, Do ? why, what elfe ? 

Cleo. Let me fit down ; oh Juno / 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here. Sir ! 

Ant, Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Char, Madam 

Iras. Madam, oh good Emprefs ! 

Eros. Sir, Sir. 

Ant. Yes, my lord, yes ; he at Philippi kept 
His fword e'en like a dancer, while 1 ftrook 
The lean and wrinkled Cajfius ; and 'twas I, 
That the mad Brutus ended I he alone - 
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no praftice had 
In the brave fquares of war ; yet now — no matter— 

C2eo. Ah, ftand by. 

Eros. The Q;ieen, rriy lord, the Queen 

Iras. Go to him. Madam, fpeak to him, 
He is unqualitied with very Qiame. 

CUo. VVcll then, fuftain me ; oh ! 

Erau 
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Eros, Moft noble Sir, arife, the Qiieen approaches; 
Her head's declinM, and death will feize her, but 
Your comfort makes the refcue. 

Ant, I have offended reputation ; 
A moft unnoble fwerving _;^Bl 

Eros, Sir, the Queen. ^t^^' 

Ant. O whither haft thou led me, Egypt? fee, 
How I convey my ftiame out of thine eyes ; 
By looking back on what I've left behind, 
'Stroy'd in diftionour. 

Clfo, Oh, my lord, my lord; 
Forgive my fearful fails ; 1 little thought. 
You would have followed. 

Ant, Egypt^ thou knew-ft too well. 
My heart was to thy rudder ty'd by th' firing. 
And thou fliould'ft towe me after. O'er my fpirh 
Thy"»fuH fupremacy thou knew'ft; and that 
Thy beck might froni the bidding of the Gods 
Command me. 

Geo. Oh, my pardon. 

Ant. Now I muft 
To the young man fend Tiumble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the fliift of lownefs ; who, 
With half the bulk o' th' world, play'd as I pleasM, 
Making and marring fortunes. You did. know. 
How much you were my conqueror; and that 
My fword, made weak by my affeflion, would 
Obey it on all cauCe. 

Cleo. O, pardon, pardon. 

Ant. Fall not a tear, I fay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loft ; give me a kifs. 

Even this repays me. 

We fent our fchoolmafter ; is he come back? 
Love, I am full of lead ; fome wine. 
Within there, and our viands : Fortune knows. 
We ficorn her, moft, when moft flie offers blows: 

[EKtunt. 

SCENE 
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S GENE VIII. 

Changes t& (lxhx*s Camp, 
Enter CaefaiyAgMppa, Dolabclla, Thyrsus, wkh others. 

Caf, T E T him appear, that's come from Antony, 
JLj Know you him ? 
DoL Cajar^ 'tis his fithoolmaft-er ; , . 
An argument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He fends fo poor a pinnion of his wing. 
Which h^d fuperfluous Kings fpr mef^ngers. 
Not many moons gone by. 

Enttr Amhaffador from Antony. 

C^f, Approach and fpeak. 

Amb. Such as I am, I come from Antony : 
I was of late as petty to his ends. 
As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To his grand fea. 

Caf. Be't fo, delare thine office. 

Amb, Lord of his fortunes he falutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt ; which not granted, 
He leflens his requefts, and to thee fues 
To let him breathe between the hcav'ns and earth, 
A privatfe Jwan in Athsns : this for him* 
Next, Cleopatra does confefs thy greatnefs ; 
Submits her to thy might, and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. 

Caf For Antony^ 
I have no ears to his requeft. The Queen 
Of audience, nor defire, (hall fail, fo (he 
From Egypt drive her all-difgraced friend. 
Or take his life there* This if fhe perform. 
She fliall not fue unheard. So to them Both. 

Amb. Fortune purfue thee I 

Vol. VIII. M. Caf 
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' CaJ, Bring him through the bands : 

mxit Ambojffador. 
To try thy eloquence now 'tis time ; difpatch, 
From Antony win Cleopatra^ promife ; [To Thyrcus. 
And, in our name, when flie requires, add more 
(From.thinc invention) bffei's. Woinen are.PoC 
In their bed fortunes ftrong ; but want will perjure 
The ne'er-touch'd veftal. Try thy cunning, Thyrcus ; 
Make thine own edift for thy pains, which we 
Will anfwer as a law. 

Thyr. Ccejar, I go. * 

Caf. Obferve how Antony becopies his flaw ; 
And what thou thiitk'il his very aAioh fpeaks 
In every power that moves. 

thyr. C^ar,. I fhall. [Exeunt, 

s c £ N E IX. 

Changes to Alexandria.' 

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. WJ HAT ft all we do, Enohmhus ? 
VV Eno, Drink, and die. • 

Cleo, Is Antony^ or we, in fault for this ? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his reafon. Wb at although you fled 
From that great face of war, whof^'feveral ranges 
Frighted'each other? why fliotild he follo'w you ? 
The itch of his affedion (hould not then 
Have nickt his captainfliip ; at fuch a point. 
When half to half the world opposed, he being 
The meered queftion. 'Twas a fliamc no lefs 
Than was his lofs, to courfe your flying flags, 
And leave his navy gazing. 

CUo, Pr'ythee, peace. 

Enter Antony, with thfi Ambajfador. 
Ant, Is that his anfwer? 

Amb. 
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Amb. Ay, my lord. 

Ant^ The Queen (hall then have courtcfy. 
So (he will yield us up. 

Amb. He fays fo. 

AntJ Let her know^i. 
To the boy Cacjar fend this grizled head, 
And he will fill thy willies to the b/inj 
With Principalities. 

Cleo. Thy head, my lord ? 

Ant, To him again; tell him, he wears the rofe 
Of youth upon him; from which, the \vorId /hQyld 

note 
Something particular; hia icolp, Qiips,, legions, . 
May be a coward's, whofe minifters would prfevvail 
Under the Service of a child, as fopn 
As i' th* command of Cajar, I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay comparifons apart^ 
And anfwer me declin d, fword againft fword,. 
Ourfelves alone ; TU write it, follow me. 

[E:iit Aptony. 

£710. Yes, like enough ; high-battled C^far will 
Undate his happtttefs, and be (laged to th^ (hew 
Againft a fwordcr. — I fee, men's judgments ^rc 
A parcel of their fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after theqa. 
To fuffer all alike. That he (hould dream. 
Knowing all meafures, the full Cafar will 
Anfwer his emptinefs .' — Cafdr^ thou haft fubdu'd 
His judgment too. 

Enttr a Servant, 

Ser, A meflenger from Cafar. 
Cleo. What, no more ceremony ? fee, my women,-— 
Againft the blown rofe may they flop their nofe. 
That kneel'd unto the bucU. Admit him. Sir. 

Eno, Mine honefty and I begin to fquare ; 
Tho' loyalty, well held, to fools does make 
Our faith mere folly : yet he, that can endure 

M 2 To 
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To follow with allegiance a fairn lord, 

Does conquer him that did his mafier conquer, 

And earns a place i' th' ftory. 

Enter Thyreus. 

CUo. Cafars will ? 

Thjr,^ Hear it apart. 

Cieo. None but friends ; fay boldly, 

Thjr, So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

Eno. He needs astnany^ Sir, as Cafar has: 
Or needs not us if Cafar pleafe. Our mafter 
Will leap to be his friend : for, as you know, 
Whofe he is, we are, and that's C<^rs. 

Thyr. So. 
Thus then, thou moft renowned, Cafar intreats^ 
Not to confider in what cafe thou fiand'fi 
Further than he is Cafar. 

CUo. Go on ; right royal. 

Thyr, He knows, that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 

Cleo. Oh! ^ ^ [Afide. 

Thyr. The fears upon your honour, therefore, he 
Does pity, as conftrained blemilhes, 
Not as deferv'd. 

Cleo. He is a God, and knows 
What is moft right. Mine honour was not yielded, 
But conquerM merely. 

Eno. To be fure of that,— — 

I will 2i{k Antony Sir, thou'rt fo leaky, 

Thzft we muft leave thee to thy linking, for 

Thv deareft quit thee. [Exit Eno. 

thyr. Shall I fay to Cafar 
What you require of him ? lie partly begs. 
To be defir'd to give. It much would pleafe him. 
That of his fortunes you mould make a flafF 
To lean upon. But it would warm his fpirits. 
To hear from me yo . had left Antony^ 
And put yourfeU under his fliroud, the univerfal 
landlord, Clto. 
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CUo, What's your name ? 

Thjr^ My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. MofI kind meflenger. 
Say to great Cajar this ; in deputation 
I kifs his conquVing hand ; tell him, Fm prompt 
To lay my crown at^s feet, and there to kneel. 
Tell him, that from his all-obeying breath 
I hear the doom of Egypt. 

Thyr. Tis your nobleft courfe : 
Wifdom and fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can. 
No chance may (hake it. Give me grace to lay 
My duty on your hand. 

CUo. Your Cafars father oft, 
When he hath mus'd of taking Kingdoms in, 
Beftow'd his lips on that unworthy place, 
As it rain'd kiUes. 

SCENE X. 

Enter Antony, and Enobarbus. 

Ant. "H'AVOURS I hyjove, that thunders 

jC [Seeing Thyreus kifs her hand. 

What art thou, fellow? 

Thyr. One that but performs 
The bidding of the fuUefi man, and worthieft 
To have command obey'd. 
Eno. You will be whipp'd. 

Ant, Aproach there ah, you kite ! now, Gods 

and Devils ! 
Authority melts from me of late. — ^When Icry'd, hoal 
Like boys unto a mufs. Kings would Aart forth. 
And cry, your will ? have you no cars ? 
Tm Antony yet. Take hence this J^c.^, and whip him. 
Enter Servants. 
Eno. Tis better playing with a lion^s whelp, 
Th^n with an old one dying. 

M 3 Ant. 
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Ant, Moon and ftars ! 

Whip him : Were't twenty of the graateft Tri- 
butaries . . . 
That do acknowledge Cafar^ flbould I find ihem 
So faucy with tbe hahd of She here, (what's her 
name. 

Since fhe wa3 Cleopatra f) — whip him, fellows 

Till, like a boy, you fee him cringe hjis face. 
And whine aloud for mercy. Take him hetice* 

Thyr. Mark Antony ■ . 

Ant. Tug him away ; being whipped, 
Bring him again : this Jack of Cafar'^s flaall 
Bear us an errand to him. [Exeunt with Thyrcu»» 

You were half blaftcd, ere I knew you : ha 1 
Have I my pillow left unprefl; in Rome^ 
Forborn the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a jem of women, to be abus'd 
By one that looks on feeders ? 

Cleo, Good my Lord,- 

Ant. You have been a boggier ever. 
But when we in our vicioufnefs gro\y hard, 
(Oh mifery on't!) the wife G^ds feal our eyes : 
In ttvLT own filth drop our clear judgments ; hSKe us* 
Adore our trrorS, laugh at's while we ftrut 
To our confufion. 

Cleo. Oh, is't come to' this ? . 

Ant. I found you as a morfel, cold ttpon 
Dead Cafar^s trencher : nay; you were a fta^menl 
Of Cneius Pompeys ; befides what hotter hoofri, 
Unregiftfed in Vtiigar fume, yon havi 
LuxuriouOy pickt out. For, I am fure, 
Though you can guefs what temperance (hould be. 
You know not what it li, 

Cleo. Wherefore is this ? 

Am.' To let a fellow that Will take rev^ardS, 
And fay, God quit you, be familiar with 
My pIay-f<^lU)w, your hafnd ; thi^ kingly feaU 
And piighter of high hearts ! — O that I were 

Upon 
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Upon the hill of Bafan^ to out-toar 

The horned herd, ior I havd favage caufe ! 

And to proclaim it civilly, were like 

A halter'd neck, which do^s the hangman thank 

For being yare about him. Is he whipped? 

Re-enter a Servant^ with Thyreus. 

Ser. Soundly, inylord. 

Ant, Cry'd he ? andbeggM a' pardon ? 

Ser, .He did aflc favour. 

Ant, If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou waft not made his daCighter ; and be thou forry 
To follow Cajaf in his triumph, fince 
Thou haft been whipped for following him. Hence* 

forth, 
Thfc white hand of a lady fever thee, 
Shake 10 look on't* — Go, get thee back to Cafar^ 
Tell him thy entertainment : look, thou fay, 
He makes me angry with him ; For he feema 
Proud and difdainful, harping on what I am, 
Not what he knew I wajsf. He makes me angry ; 
And, at this time, m'oft eafy 'tis to do't : 
When my. good ftars, that were, my former guides, 
Have empty left their orbs, and Ihot their fires 
Into the abyfm of hell.., If he miflike 
My fpeech, and what is done, tell him, he has 
Hipparcktts my enfrarichis'd bondman, whom 
He may at pleafure whip, or hangi or torture. 

As he (hall like, to quit me. Urge it thou :— 

Hence with thy ftripes, be gone. [Exit Thyreus* 

Qleo, Have.ypw done.yet ? 

Ant. Alack, our terrene moon is now eclipsed, 
And it portends a.lone the^fali bi Antony, 

Cleo, I muft ftay his time, 

Ant, Toi flatter Ckie/Sir, would you mingls eyes- 
Wiftlj onQ that ties his points ? 

Cleo, Not know me yet ? 

Ant, Cold-hearted toward xtie ! 

M 4 , Oeo. 
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Oeo. Ah, dear, if I be fo^ 
Fr/)fD my cold heart let heaven ingender hail^ 
And poifon^t in the fource, and the firfi ftone 
Drop in rny neck ; as it determines, fo 
DiOblvc my life f the next Ca/aria bnite I 
*Till by degrees the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Egyptians al]. 
By the difcandying of this pelletted florm. 
Lie gravelefs ; 'till the flies and gnats oi Nile 
Have buried them for prey ! « 

Ant, Fm fatisfied : 
Cajar fcts down in Alexandria, where 
I will oppofe his fate. Our force by land 
Hath nobly held; our fever'd navy too 
Have knit again, and float, threatning mofl fea-like. 
Where haft thou been, my heart ? doft thon hear, lady? 
If from the 6eld I fhould return once more 
To kifs thefe lips, I will appear in blood ; 
I and my fword will earn my chronicle ; 
There's hope in't yet. 

CUo. That's my brave lord. 

Ant, I will be treble-finew'd, hearted, breath'd, 
And fight malicioufly : for when my hours 
Were' nice and lucky, men did ranfom lives 
Of me for jefts ; but now I'Jl fet my tecth^ 
And fend to darknefiS all that fiop md. Come^ 
Let's have one other gandy night : call to me 
All my fad captains, fill our bowls ; once more 
Let's mock the midnight b^ll. 

Cteo, Jt is my birth-day ? 
I had thought, t'have held it poor: But fince my 

lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra, 

Ant, We will yet do well. 

CleO, Ca/l all bis qoble captains to my ?ord. 

Ant» Do fo, we'll fpeak to them, and to-night HI 
force 
The wine peep through their fears. Come on, my 
Queen ; There's 
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There^s fap in't yet. The next time I do fight, 
ril make death love me : for I will contend 
Even with his peftilent fey the. [Exeunt. 

Eno. Now he'll out-dare the lightning ; to be 
furious. 
Is to be frighted out of fear ; and, in that mood, 
The dove will peck the eftridge ; and, I fee ftill, 
A diminution in our captain^s brain 
Reftores his heart ; when valour preys on reafon. 
It eats the fword it fights with : I will feek 
Some way to leave him. [Exit. 



A G T IV. S C E N E I. 

C AE s A r'j Camp. 

inter Caefar, Agrippa, and Mecaenas, vnth their Army* 
Cxfar reading a Letter. ^ 

C AE S A R. 

HE calls me boy ; and chides, as he had power 
To beat me out of Egypt, My meflenger 
He hath wh ipt with rods, dares me to perfona I combat^ 
Cafar to Antony, Let the old ruffian know, 
I have many other ways to die : mean time. 
Laugh at his challenge. 

Mec, Cafar mull think. 
When one fo great begins to rage, he's hunted 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diftradion : never anger 
Made good guard for itfelf. 

Caf. Let our beft heads 
Know that to-morrow the lad of many battles 
We mean to fight. Within our files there are 
Of thofe that fcrv'd Mark Antony but lute, 
Enough to fetch him in. See, it be done ; 

M 5 And 
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And feaft the a^my ; We have (lore to dot, 
And tbey have eam'd the wafte. Poor Antmj ? 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE li. 

The Palace in Alexandria. 

Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian 
Iras, Alexas, with others. 

Ant, T Y E will not fight with nie, Domitius. 
LJL Eno. No. 

Ant, Why fliould he not ? 
"Eno\ He th in ks,1jeingiwentytiineraftretter fortune,' 
He's twenty. men to one. 

Ant, Td-morrow, foldier, 
By fea and land Fll fight : or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying hopour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well ? 

Eno, ril (trikc, and cry, take all. 

Ant, Well faid, come oii: 
Call forth my houfhold fervants, let's to-night 

Enter Servants. 

Be bounteous at our m-^al. GiVe me thy hand. 
Thou haft been rightly honeft ; f6 haft thon, 
And thou, and thou, and thou: you^veferv'dme well, 
And Kings have been yout fellow^. 

Cleo, What jmeans this ? [ftioots 

Eno, '" 'Tis one of ihofe odld Traits, which forrow 
Out of the mind. 

Ant. And thou art Iw^neft too : 
1 wiih, 1 could be m^de fo many men^; 
And all of you clapt up together in 
An Antony ; that I might do you fervic^i, 
So good as you have done. 

Omnes. The Gods forbid .' 

* "Tis one oftho/e odd Tricks, ] The Unifonnlly of the Mcfa- 

hor leads us to fee that SAahJpear wrote Traits, arrows, fhafts. War, 

Ant. 
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Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait ori idc to-night ; 
Scant not my cups, and make a^ much of tne. 
As when mine Empire was your fellow too, . 
And fufFer'd my command. 

Cjleo, What does he mean ? * ' \ . 

Eno. To mike his followers weep, \ 

. Ant. Tend roc to-night ; 
May be, it is the period of yout duty ; 
Haply, yon fliall not fee me more ! or if, 
A mangled (hadow. It may chance to-morrow. 
You'll fcrve another maftcr. I look on you. 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeft friends, 
I turn you not away ; but like a mafter 
Married to your good fervice, ftay till death : 
Tend me to-night two hours, I afl; no mbrc, 
And the Gods yield you fop't ! 

Eno, What mean you, Sir, 
To give them this difcomfort ? look, they weep* 
And I, an afs, am onion-ey'd ; for fliamc. 
Transform us not to womfen. 

Ant. Ho, ho, ho ! 
Now the witch take me. if I meant it thus ! 
Grace grow, where thofedrops fall .' my hearty friends. 
You take me in too dolorous a fenfc ; 
I fpake I* you for your comfortv did dcfire you 
To burn this night with torches : know, my hearts, 
I hope well of to-morrow, and will lead you, 
Where rather I'll expeft vidorious life. 
Than death and honour. Let's to fupper, come. 
And drown confideration. \E%tunt. 

SCENE. A Court of Guard before the Palace. 

Entet a company of Soldiers. 

1 SaW.TjR OTHER, good-niight: to-morrow is 
XJ the day. 

8 Sold. It will determine one way : Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ftrange about the ftreets ? 

M 6 • I Sold. 
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I SM. Nothing : what news ? 

« Sold. Belike/tis but a rumour; good-night to you* 

I Sold. Well, Sir, good-night. 

[They meet with other Soldien^ 
t Sold. Soldiers, have careful watch. 

1 Sold. And you, good-night, good-night. 

[They place themf elves in every corner of thejlage^ 

2 Sold. Here, we ; and if to-morrow 
Our navy thrive, I have an abfolute hope 
Our landmen will Aand up. 

1 Sold. Tis a brave array, and full of purpofe. 

[Mufic of the hautboys is under thejlage^ 
s Sold. Peace, what noife ? 

1 Sold, Lift, lift ! 

2 Sold. Hark I • 

1 Sold. Mufic I th' air 

3 Sold. Vnd^T the earth 

It fignes well, does it not ?• 

2 Sold. No. 

1 Sold. Peace, I fay : what fliould this mean t 

2 Sold. 'Tis the God Heuules^ who loved Antony^ 
Now leaves him. 

1 SoUL Walk, let's fee if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do, 

2 Sold. How now, mafters ? [Speak together. 
Omnes. How now ? hpw novv^? do you hear this ? 
I Sold. Wt not ftrange ? 

3 Sold. Do you hear, mafters ? do you hear ? 

I Sold. Follow the noife fo far as we have quarter, 
Let's fee bow 'twill give off. 
' Omnes. Content : 'tis ftrange. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Changes to Cleopatra'j Palace, 
Enter Antony and Cleopatra, with others. 
*Ant. J^ROS^ mine armour, Eros, 
•^ Cleo. Sleep a little. 

Ant. 
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Ant, No, my chuck : Eros^ come, mine armour, Eros.. 

Enter Eros. 

Come, my good fellow, put thine iron oh ; 
If fortune be not ours to-day, it is 
Becaufe we brave her. Come. 

Cleo. Nay, Til heJp too, Antony. 
What's this for ? ah, let be^ let be ; thou art 
The armourer of my heart ;— falfe, falfe ; this, this;— 
Sooth-la, ril help : thus it mull be. . . 

Ant, Well, well, we fliall thrive now ; 
Seeft thou, my good fellow ? Go, put on thy defences. 
' Eno. Briefly, Sir. 

CUo. Is not this buckled well ? 

Ant» Rarely, rarely : 
He that unbuckles this, till we do pleafc 
To doff't for our rcpofe, fliall hear a ftorm. 
Thou fumbleft, Eros; and my Queen's a fquire 
More tight at this than thou ; difpatch. O love! 
That thou could'ft fee my wars to-day, and kncw'ft 
The royal occupation; thou fiiould'fl fee 
A workman in't. 

Enter an armed Soldier^ 

Good-morrow to thee, welcome; 
Thou look'ft like him, that knows a warlike charge : 
To bufinefs that we love we rife betime. 
And go lo't with delight. 
Sold. A thoufand. Sir, 
Early though 't be, have on their rivetted trim, 
And at the port expeft you. [Shout, Trumpets flouri/h. 

Enter Captains and Soldiers, 

Cap, The morn is fair ; good-morrow, General ! 

Ail, Good- morrow, General ! 

Ant, 'Tis well blown, lads. 
This morning, like the fpirit of a youth 
That means to be of nooe, begins betimes* 

So, 
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So, fo; come, give nie that, — this \*ay — well faid^ 

Fare thee well, darae, whate'er becomes of me, 

This is a foldier's kifs : rebukeable, 

And worthy (haiiieful check it were, to (land 

On more mechanick compliment : V\l leave thee 

Now, like a man of ftecl. You, that will fight. 

Follow roe clofe, Tli bring yo'u to'l : adieu. [ExeunU 

Char: Pleafe you to retire to your chamber? 
• Cleo. Lead me : 

He goes forth gallantly : That he and Cafar might 
Determine this great wat in iingl'e fight ! 
Then, Antmj^ but now, well on. [Exeunt 

S C .E N E IV. 

Changes to a Camp, 

Trumpth found, inter Antony and Eros ; a Soldier 
meeting thenu 

Sold,''T^E Gods make this a happy day to Antony. 
X -4n^' Would, thou and thofc thy fears had 
once prevailed 
To make me fight at land ! 

Eros, Hadft ihou done fo, 
The Kings, that have revolted, and the Saldier, 
That has this morning left ihee, would have flill 
Followed thy heels. 

Ant, Who's gone this morning ? 

£m. Who ? 
One evei^ near thee. Call for Enobarbus, 
He (hall not hear thee ; or from Ccejars camp 
Say, " I am none of thine." 

Ant, What fay ft thou ? : 

Sold, Sir, 
He is with Cafar, 

Eros, Sir, his chefts and trcafure 
He has not with hich. . < . . 

A7lt*. 
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Ant. Is he gone ? 
. Sold. Moft certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros^ fend hiy treafare after, do it 
Detain no jot, X charge thee : write to him, 
I will fubfcribe gemle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that I wilh he never find more caiife 
To change a mafter. Oh, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honell men f difpaich, my Eros. [Exeunt^ 

s c E N E V. 

Changes to Caefar'i Camp. 
Enter Caefar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, ^n^Dolabella^ 

Cdf, /^ O forth Agrippa, diid begin the fight: 

vJT Our will is, Antoiiy bt took alive ; 
Make it fd known. 

Agr. Cafar, I fliall. 

def. The time of univerfat Peace h near ; 
Prove this a profpVous day, the three-nook'd World 
Shall beaif tht blive freely. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. Mark Antony is come into the field. 

Caf. Go, charge, Agrippa ; 
Plant thoTe, that have revoked, in the Van, 
That Antony may feem to fpendl his fury 
Upon himfelf. [Exeunt i 

Eno. Alexas did revolt, and went to Jewry on 
Affairs o^ Antony ; there did perfuade 
Great Herod to incline himfelf to Cafar^ 
And leave his mafter Antony. For this pains, 
Cafar hath hang'd him : Canidius, and the reft, 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable truft: I have dotie ill. 
Of which I do accufe myfelf fo forely, 
That I will joy no more. 

Enter 
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Sold. Enobarbus^ Antony 
Hath after thee fcnt all thy trcafure, with. 
His bounty over-plus. The meflenger 
Came on my guard, and at tby tent. is now 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. I give it you. 

Sold, Mock me not, Enobarbus^ 
1 tell you true; heft you fee fafe the bringer 
Out of the hofl : I muft attend mine office. 
Or would have done"*! myfelf.' Your Emperor 
Continues flill rJovc, [Exit, 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth. 
And feel, I am fo, moft. O Antony. 
Thou Mine of bounty, how would'ft thou have paid 
My better fervice, when my turpitude 
Thou doft fo crown with gold ! Thi5 bows my heart ; 
If fwift thought break it not, a fwifter mean 
Shall out-ftrike thought ; but thought will do^t^ Ifecl. 

1 fight againil thee! no, 1 will go feek 

Some ditch, wheie I may die; the fourtl bell fits 
My latter part of life. 

SCENE VI. 

Before the Walls ^Alexandria. 
Alarm. Drums and Trumpets. Enter Agrippa. 

Agr.Y) ETIRE, we haveengagM ourfelves too far: 

JLV Cafar himfelf has work, and our opprelTion 

Exceeds what we expeded. [Exit. 

Alarm. Enter Antony, and S earns wounded. 

Scar. O my brave Emperor ! this is fought indeed; 
Had we done fo at firft, we haddroven them home 
With clouts about their heads. 

Ant. Thou bleed'ft apace. 

Scar. 1 had a wound here that was like a T^ 
But now 'tis made an H. 

Ant, 
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Ant, They do retire. 

Scar, We'll beat 'etn into bench-holes ; I have yet 
Room for fix fcotches more. 

Enter Eros* 

Eros. They're beaten^ Sir, and oar advantage ferves 
For a fair vi&ory. 

Scar, Let us fcore their backs. 
And fnatch 'em up, as we take hares, behind ; 
*Tis fport to raaul a runner. 

Ant. I will reward thee 
Once for thy fprightly comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good valour. Gome thee on. 

Scar, V\\ halt after. [Exeunt* 

Alarm. Enter Antony again in a March, Scarus with 
others. 
Ant, We've beat him to his camp; run one before, 
* And let the Queen know of our Geils ; to-morrow. 
Before the fun mall fee's, we'll fpill the blood 
That has to-day efcap'd. I thank you all; 
For doughty-handed are yoia, and have fought 
Not as you Xerv'd the caufe, but as't had been 
Each man^s like mine ; you've fliewn yourfclves all 

Hedors. 
Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends. 
Tell them your feats, whilft they with joyful tears 
Wafli the congealment from your wounds, and kifs 
The honoured galhes whole. Give me thy hand, 

[To Scarus. 
£7i//r. Cleopatra. 
To this great Fairy I'll commend thy a£ls. 
Make her thanks blefs thee. O thou day o'th' worlds 
Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and all, ^ 
Through proof of harnefs, to my heart, and there 

» Andht thQwen know 9/ our GutSis i-^] What Guefis was the 
Queen to know of ? We muft read. 

And let the Queen know of aur Gcfts. 
i. c. our Feats^ our glorious Adtoas. A Term then in common Ufe^ 

Ride 
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Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Qeo. Lofrd of Lords I 
Oh, infinite virtue ! com*ft thou fmiling from 
The world's great fnare uncaught ? 

Ant, My nightingale ! [S'^^Y* 

We'vfcbeat them to iheir beds. What I Girl, though 
Do fomething mingle with our younger broWn, y^f 

ha' we 
A brain that nouriflies our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man. 
Commend unto his lips thy favduring hand : 
Kifs it, my warribr; he hath fought to-dafy. 
As if a God in hate of mankind had 
Deftroyed in fuch a fliape. 

CUo. I'll give thee, friend. 
An armour all of gold ; it was a King's. 

Ant, He has defervM it, were it carl;)uncled 

tile hoiy fkahus* Car.^ Give me thy hand ; 

Through Alexandria make a jolly march; 
Bear our hackt targets like the men that owe rliern. 
Had our great palace ihte capacity 
To camp this hoft, we woufd all fup together v 
And dtink caroufes to tlie next day's fate, 
which promifes royal peril. Trumpeters, 
With bra;en din blaft you the city's ear. 
Make mingle with dur ratling tabourin^s, 
Th^t heav'n and earth may flrifee their founds to- 
gether, * 
Applauding our approach. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to Csefar'j Camp,. 

Enter a Centry^ and kis. Company. Ehob^jhxxi follows, 

Cen{,'T¥ we be not relieved Within this hoiir, 

JL We muft return to th' Court of Guard; tfte 
night 
Is fliiny, and, they fay, we ihall embattle 

By 
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By th' fecond hour i'th' morn. 

1 Watch. This lafft day was i, flirewd oii'e to's. 
Eno. O bear me witnefs, night ! 

2 Walch. What man is this ? 

1 Watch. Stand clofe, and lift him. 

Eno. Be witnefs to me, O thou bleffed moon, 
When men revolted (hall upon.rccord .... 
Bear hateful memory ; poor Eriobarbus did 
Before thy face repent. 

Cent, Enobarbusl 

3 Watch, Peace ?;hark further. 

Eno. Oh fovereign Miftrcfs of truef mclanfcboly. 
The poifonons damp of night difpunge upon rtie. 
That life, a very rebel to my will, 
May hang no longer on me. Throw my heart 
Againft the flint and hardnefs of my f^ult. 
Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder. 
And finifli all foul thoughts. Oh Antony^ 
Nobler thari tUf rcvfalt is infimou^, 
Forgive me ih thine bwn palttitular ^. 
But let the worid rank &e in regifier 
A mafter-leaver, and a fugitive : 
Oh Anfohy ! oh Antorij ! . [Dies. 

1 Watch. Let's fpeak to him. 

Cent. Let's hear him, for the tfiingi he fpeaks 
May concern Ccefar. 

2 WatcU. Let's do fo, biit he fleeps. 

Cent. Swoons rather, fohfd bad a prayer as his . 
Was never yet for flecp. ^ ' . 

I Watch. Go we to him. 
a Watch. Aivake, Sir, awake, fpeak to as. . . ^ 

1 Watch. Hearyoti, Sir? . 

Cent. The hand of death hasTaiight Him. 

. [Drukis afar off; 
Hark^ how the drums demurely iivafcc the lleepers : 
Let's bear him to the Court of Guard ; he is of note. 
Our hour is fully out. 

2 Watch. Come "on then^ he may recover yet. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE VIII. 

Between the two Camps, 

Enter Antony, and Scam;, with their Army. 

iin/.T^HEIR preparation is to-day by fea, 
X Wepleafe them not by land. 

Scar, For both, my Lord. 

Ant, I would, they'd fight i' th' fire, or in the air. 
We'd 'fight there too. But this it is; our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the City 
Shall day with us. Order for fea is given ; 
They have put forth the haven : further on. 
Where their appointment we may bell difcover. 
And look on their endeavour, [Exeunt, 

Enter Caefar, and his Army, 

Caf, But being charged, we will be ftill by land^ 
Which, as I take't, we (hall ; for his beft force 
Is forth to man his Gallies. To the vales, 
And hold our beft advantage. [Exeunt, 

[Alarm afar off^ as at aJea-fighL 

Enter Antony and Scarus. 

Ant, Yet they are not joined : 
Where yond pine flands, I Ihall difcover all, 
I'll bring thee wordftraight, how 'tis like to go. [Exit. 

Scar, Swallows have built 
In Cleopatra's fails their nefts. The Augurs 
Say, they know noit — they cannot tell-r-look grimly, 
And dare not fpeak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant, and dejeded; andbyftarts. 
His fretted fortunes give him hope ahd fear 
Of what he has, and has not. ' [Exit, 

SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 

Changes to the Palace in Alexandria. 
Enter Antony. 

Ant. A LL'sloft I this foul £^y/>?mhath betray 'd me! 
xiL My fleet hath yielded to the foe, and yonrfcr 
They call their caps up, and caroufe together 
Like friends long loft. Triple-turn'd whore ! 'tis thou 
Haft fold me to this Novice, and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. Bid them all fly, 
For when I am revenged upon my Charm, 
I have done all. Bid them all fly, be gone, 
Ob, Sun, thy uprife fliall I fee no more : 
Fortune and Antony part here, even here 
Do we fliake hands — all come to this — I * the hearts, 
That pantler'dme at heek, to whom I gave, 
Their wifhes, do difcandy, melt their fweets 
On bloflbming Cafar: and this pine is bark'd. 
That over-topt them all. BetrayM I am. 
Oh, this falfe foul oT Egypt ! this gay Charm, 
Whofe eye beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them home, 
"Whofe bofom was my Crownet, my chief end, 
Like a right Gipfy, hath at faft and loofc 
Beguird me to the very heart of lofs. 
What Eros !. Eros ! 

Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah ! thou fpell ! avant 

Cleo, Why is my Lord enrag'd againft his Love? 

Ant. Vanifli, or I fliall give thee thy defcrving. 
And blemifli Cafar s Triumph, Let him take thee, 

* The hearts 

that Panncll'd me at heels, j8cc.] Thus the old Editions. But 
Shake/pear muft certainly have wrote; 

That Pantlcr'd me at heels ; 
i. e. run after me like Footmen, or Pantlers ; which word originally 
fignified the Servants who have the care of the Bread, buti« ufed by 
our Poet for a menial Servant in general, as well as in its nativ« 
Acceptation. - VVarb. 

Ant. 
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And hoift thee up to the fhouting Plebeians ; 
Follow his chariot, like the greateft fpot 
Of all thy fex. Moll monfter-likc, be fhewn 
Forpoor'ft diminutives, for doits; and let 
Patient OBavia plough thy vifage up 
With her prepared naiis. 'Tis well, thouit^one ; 

[Eidi Cleopatra. 
If it be well to live. But better 'twere, 
Thou fell'ft into my fury ; for one death 
Mightrhave prevented many. Ercs, hoa ! 
The fliirt of Nejfus is upon me ; teach me, 
Alcides^ thou mine anceftor ; thy rage 
Led thee lodge Lichas on the horns o' th' Moon, • 
And with thofe hands that giafp the heavieft club, 
Subdue thy worthieft feTf. The Witch fliall die; 
To the young Roman boy Ihe hath fold me, and I /all 
Under his plot; Ihe dies for't. Eros^ hoa ! [£xtV. 

Re-enter Cleopatra, C^armian, Iras, and Mardia^. 

Geo. Help me, my women ! oh, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his fliieJd ; the boar of Theffaly 
Was never fo imboft. 

Char. To th' Monument, 
There lock yourfelf, and fend him word you're dead: 
The foul and body rive not more in parting, 
Than Grcatnefs going off. 

Geo, To th' Monument : 
Mardian^ go tell him I have flain myfelf ; 
Say, that the laft I fpoke was Antony ; 
And word it, pr'ythec, piteoufly. Hence, Mardian, 
And bring me bow he takes my death. To ih' 
Monument. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E X. 

Re-enter Antony, and Eros. 
Ant. JTROS, thou yet behold'ft me. 
-*^ Eros. Ay, noble Lord. 

Ant 
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Ant. Sometirae we fee a cloud that's dtagonifh ; 
A vapour, foinetirae, like a bear, or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon>, that nod unto the world. 
And mock our eyes with air. Thou ft feen tfeefe 

iigns. 
They are black Vefper's pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my Lord. 

Ant, That, which is now a horfe, even with a 
thought 
The Rack diflimns, and makes it indiftind 
As water is in water.^ 

Eros. It do's, ray Lord. 

Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy Captain is 
Even fuch a body ; here I'm Antony, 
Yet cannot hold this vifible fiiape, my knave. 
I made thefe wars for Egypt; and the Queen,' 
•Wfaofe heart, I thought, I had, (for fhe had mine ; 
Which, whilft it was mine, hadannext unto't 
A million more, now loft !) ftie, Eros, has 
Packt cardd with Ctejar, and falfe play'd ray Glory • 

Unto anenemy'$ triumph 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us 
Ourfelves to end ourfelves. 

Enter AJardian. 

Oh, thy vile Lady ! 

&h' has robb'd me of my fword. 

Mar. No, Antony ! 
My Miftrefs lov'd thee, and her fortunes mincrlcd 
With thine entirely. ° 

Ant. Hence, faucy Eunuch, peace, (he hath be- 
. tray'd me. 
And ftie fliall die the death. 

A ^/\^ ^n^^'^ ^^^"^ P^^^^" ^^" ^^ Pa'*^ but once, 
And that Qie has difcharg d. What thou would'ft do, 
Is done unto thy hand ; the laft flic fpake 

Was, 
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Was, Antony ! inoft noble AnUmj! 
Then in the midft a tearing Groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips ; ihe rendered life. 
Thy name fo buried in her. 

AnL Dead then ! 

Mar. Dead. 

Ant, Unarm me, Eros^ the long day'*s taCk is doncs 
And we mull fleep ; that thou depart'ft hence fafc, 
Does pay thy labour richly ; go. [ExU Mardian. 

OIF, pluck off; 

The feven-fold {hicld of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. O cleave, my fides, 
Heart, once be ftronger than thy continent, 
Crack thy frail caCe ! apace, Eros, apace. 

No more a Soldier bruifed pieces, go ; 

[Unarming him/elf. 
You have been nobly borne ; — from me a while — 

[Exit Eros. 
I will overtake thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So't mufl be, for now 
All length is torture ; fince the torch is out. 
Lie down and flray no further. Now all labour 
Mars what it docs, yea, very force entangles 
Itfelf with ftrengih ; feal then, and all is done. 
^Eros I — I come, ray Queen — Eros ! — ft ay for me. 
Where fouls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in 

hand, 
And with our fprightly port make the Ghofls gaze; 
* Dido and her Sichaus fhall want troops. 
And all the haunt be ours. — Come, Eros^ Eros I 
Enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my Lord ? 

* Dido and her AEntRsJhaU want troops^] But Dido's f ondnefs 
did not reach to the other World ; She then dcfpifed AEneas^ and 
rcturn'd to her oM Aflfeaion for Sichaus, I fhould think, therefore, 
Ihat the Poet wrote, 

Dido and her Sichaeus. Warb. 

AnL 
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Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 
Tve livd in fuch diflionour, that the Gods 
Deteft my bafenefs. I, that with my fword 
Quartered the world, and o'er green Neptune's back. 
With (hips, made cities ; condemn myfelf, to lack 
The courage of a woman; lefs noble minded 
Than (he, which, by her death, our Cafar tells, 
Fm conqueror of myfelf. Thoir art fworn, Eros^ 
That when the exigent fiiould come, whicli now 
Is come indeed, when I (bould fee behind me 
Th' inevitable profecution of difgrace 
And horror, that on my command thou then 
Would'ft kill me. Do it, for the time is come : 
Thou llrik'ft not me, 'tis Cafar thou defcat'ft. 
Put colour in thy chetk. 

Eros The Gods with-hold mc ! 
Shall I do That, which all the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, loft aim, and could not? 

Ant. Eros^ 
Would'ft thou be window'd in great Rome^ and fee 
Thy mafler thus with pleacht arms, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face fubdu'd 
To penetrative (hame : whilft the wheel'd feat 
Of fortunate Cafar^ drawn before him, branded 
His bafenefs that enfued ? 

Eros. I would not fee't. 

Ant, Come then ; for with a wound I muft be cur'd. 
Draw that thy honeft fword, which thou haft worn 
Moft ufcful for thy Country. 

Eros. Oh, Sir^ pardon me. 

Ant. When I did make thee free, fwor'ft thou not 
then 
To do this when I bade thee ? do it at once, 
Or thy precedent fervices are all 
But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
Wherein the wor(hip of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lo thee.— - [Turning from him. 

Vol. VIII. N Eros. 
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Eros. My fword is drawn. 

Ant. Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou haft drawn it. 

Eros. My dear Mafter, 
My Captain, and my EmpVor ! Let me fay. 
Before I ftrike this bloody ftroke, farewel. 

Ant. 'Tis faid, man, and farewel. 

Erosi Farewel, great Chief. Shall I ftrike now ? 

Ant, Now, Eros. 

Eros, Why, there then — »- [Eros kills kmjelj. 
Thus do I efcape the forrow 
Of Antony's death. [Dies. 

Ant. Thrice nobler than myfclf! 
Thou teacheft rtie, ob, valiant Ercs^ what 
I ftiould, and thou could'ft not; my Queen and Eros 
Have by their brave ififtrudion got upon me 
A Noblenefs in Record. ^ But I will be 
A Bridegroom in my defath, and ruii into't 
As to a Lover's bed. Come then ; and, Eros^ 
ThyMaftcr dies thy Scholar; to do thus 

[Ealiif^ on his fword. 
I learnt of thee. [^Hbw, not yet dead ? nhi dead ? — 
The guard — ho ! — oh, difpatch me. 

SCENE XI. 

Enter Dcrcetas, arid Guard. 



I Guard.\ ^ 7 H A T's the noifc ? 

Ant. I've done my work ill, friends 



•w 

O, make an end of what I have begun. 
2 Guard, The ftar is falFn. 
I Guard, And time is at hi's period i 
AIL Alas, and woe ! ♦ 

Ant, Let him, that loves me, ftrike me dead. 

1 Guard. Not I. 

2 Guard, Nor L 

3 Guard, Nor any one. [Exeunt. 

Der, 
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Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 
This fword but (hewn to Cafar^ with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him I 

Enter Diomedes, 

D'w. Where's Antony ? 

Der^ There, IHomcd^ «here. , 

Dio. Lives he ? wilt thou not anfwer, man ? ^ 

Ant. Art tbou there, Dtom^^/? draw thy fword, 
and give me 
Sufficing ftrokes for death. 

Dio. Moft abfolute lord. 
My Miftrefg Ckopaira fent me to thee. 

Ant. When did fhe fend thee ? 

DiOr. Now, my Lewd. 

Ant. Where is fte ? 

Dio. Lockt in* her Monument. She had a pr6- 
phefying fear 
Of what hath come to pafs ; for when {he faw 
(Which never (hall be found) you did fufpeft 
She had difpos'd with Cajar; and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, (he fent word flic was dead. "JL 
But fearing fmcc how it might work, hath feat ^H^' 
Me to proclame the truth, and I am come, . . . 
I dread, too late. [pr'ythee. 

Ant. Too late, good Diorrved ; call my Guard, I 
. Dio. What, ho I the Emperor s Guitd. The 
Guard; What, hoa .' 
Come, your Lord calls. 

Enter the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where CUepatra 'bid«*, 
'Ti« the laft fervice that I Ihall command you. 

Guard. Wo«are we, Sir! you may not live to 
wear 
All your true follow'rs out. 
All. Moft heavy day ! 

Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleafe fliarp 
Fate Ni To 
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To grace it with your forrows. Bid That welconic 
Which coxses to puxiiQi us, and we puni(h it 
SeemiDg to bear it lightly. Take me up, 
I have led you oft ; carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks for all. [Exeunt, hearing Ant. 

SCENE XII. 

Changes to a magnificent Monument, 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras, above. 

Oeo. /^ H Charmian, I will never go from hence, 
vy Char* Be comforted, dear Madam. 
Cleo, No, 1 will not: 
All llrange and terrible events are welcome. 
But comforts we defpife ; our fize of forrow. 
Proportioned to our caufe, muft be as great 
As that which makes it. 

Enter Diomedes, 

How now ? is he dead ? 

Dio. His death's upon him, but not dead. 
Look out o'th' other fide your Monument^ 
His Guard have brought him thither. 

Enter Antony, borne by the Guards. 

. Cleo. * O thou Sun, [Rand 

Turn from th' great Sphere thou mov'fl in I-darklirtg 
The varying (hore o'th' world ! O Antony ! 
Hclp^Charmian; help, /raj, help; help, friends, 
Below; let's draw him hither. 

* Bum tie great Sphere thou movj »», &c. ] the vdryingjkore o* M' 
world! i, t. of the £ar/A, where Light and Darknefs make an incef' 
fant Variation, But then, if the Sun (hould fct on fire the whole 
Sphere, in which he was fuppofed to move, how could the Earth 
Jand darkling? On the Contrary it would be in perpetual Light. 
Therefore^ if we will allow Cleopatra not to be quite mad, we jnuft 
bclie\'e fhe faid. 

Turn from M' great Sphere thm movji in ! 

Ant. 
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Ant. Peace. 
Not Cafar's valour hath o'er-thrown Antony^ 
But Antony hath triumph'd on himfelf. 

Cleo. So it (hould be, that none but Antony 
Should conqxier Antony ; but, woe, 'tis fo I 

Ant, I am dying, Egypt^ dying; only yet 
I here importune death a while, until 
Of many thoufand kiffcs the poor laft 
1 lay upon thy lips. — ^Come down. 

Cleo. I dare not, 
(Dear, dear my Lord, your pardon, that I dare not;) 
Left I be taken; not th' imperious Ihew 
Of the full-fortun'd Cafar ever fhall 
Be brooch'd with me ; ii knife, drugs, ferpents, have 
Edge, fting, or operation, I am fafe ; 
Your Wife Odavia^ with her modeft eyes 
And ftill conclufion Ihall acquire no honour, 
Demuring upon me. But come, come, Antony^ 

Help me, my women ; we muft draw thee up 

Aflift, good friends. 

Ant, Oh, quick, or I am gone. * [Lord ! 

CUo. Here's fport, indeed ! how heavy weighs my 
Our ftrength is all gone into heavinefs. 
That makes the weight. Had I great jfuno's power. 
The ftrong-wing"*d Mercwrj (liouid fetch thee up. 
And fet thee*by Joves fide. Yet come a little, — 
Wiflies were ever fools. Oh come, come, come — 

[They draw Antony up to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome. Die, where thou haft liv'd; 
Quicken with kifling; had my lips that power, 
Thus would I wear them out. 

AIL O heavy fight ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt^ dying. 
Give me fome wine, and let me fpeak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me fpeak, and let me rail fo high. 
That the falfe hufwife Fortune break her wheel 
Provok'd by my offence. 

Ant. One word, fwcet Queen. 

N3 ' Of 
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Of Ca/aj- fcek your honour, with your fafety — 
you 

CUo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me ; 
None about C^ar truft, but Proeuleius. 

CUo, My refolutioQ, and my hands, I'll Iruft ; 
None about Cafar. 

Ant. The miferable change, now at xny end. 
Lament, noribrrow at: but pleafc your thoughts 
In feeding them with thofe my former fortunes, 
Wherein I liv'd the greateft prince o'th' world. 
The noblefl once ; and do not no%v bafely die, 
Kor cowardly put off my helmet to 
JViy countryman : A Raman^ by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquifh'd. Now, my fpirit is going ; 
I can no more [Antony dits* 

CUo. NoUkfl of rocn! woo'txlie? 

Haft thou no care of me? (hall I abide 

In this dull world, which in thy abfence is 

No belter than a ftye; O fee, my women I 

'The crown o'th' earth doth nDeli-: my Lordi 

Ob, vvit:her'd is the garland of the war, 

The foldier's pole is fali'n : young boys and girls 

Are level now with men^ the odds is gone ; 

And there is nothing left remarkable, 

Beneath the vifiting moon. [Skefaints* 

Char. Oh, quietnefs. Lady ! 

Iras. She's dead too, our fovereign. 

Char. Lady] 

Iras. Madam! 

Char. Oh Madam, Madam, Madam 

Iras. Royal Egypt I Emprefs ! 

Char. Peace, peace, Ifis ! 

CUo. No more but a xntx^ woman; and com- 
manded 
By fuch poor paffion as the maid that milks. 
And does the me an eft chares i — It were for mc 
To throw my fcepter at th' injurious Gods ; 

To 
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To tell* them, that this world did equal theirs, 

'Till they had ftoirn our jewel. All's but naught : 

Patience is fottiOi, and impatience does 

Become a dog that's mad : Then is it fin, 

To rufh into the fecret houfe of death, . 

Ere death dare come to us ? how do you, women ? 

What, what, good cheer! why, bow now, Charmianf 

My noble girls ? ah, women, women ! look, 

Our lamp is fpent, it's out — good' Sirs, take heart, 
We'll bury him : and then what's brave, what's 

noble. 
Let's do it after ,tbe high Roman fafliion. 
And make death proud to take us. Gome away, 
This cafe of that huge fplrit now is cold. 
Ah, women, women ! come, we have no friend 
But refolution, and the briel'ell end: 

[Exeunt^ bearing off Antony's bod). 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

C AE s A R i Camp. 

Enter Caefar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Mecaenas, Gallus, 
and Train, 

C AE S A R. 

GO to him, Dolabella^ bid him yield; 
Being fo fru (Irate, tell him. 
He mocks the paufes that he makes. 

DoL Cafar, I {hall. « [E>iii Dolabella. 

Enter Dercetas, with the /word of Antony. 

Caf, Wherefore is that ? and what art thou that 
dar'ft 
Appear thus to us ? 

l)er, lam call'd Dtnttas * 
Mark Antony.li^xvd^ who beft was worthy 

N4 'Beft 
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Beft to be fervid ; whilR he flood up, and fpokc> 
He was my niafler, and I wore my life 
To fpcnd upon his haters. If thou pleafe 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I'll be to Cafar : If thou pleafett not, 
I yield thee up my life, 

Caf, What is't thou fay'ft ? 

I)er, I fsty, oh, Cafar, Antony is dead. 

Caf. The breaking of fo great a thing (hould make 
A greater crack. The round world {hould have {hook 
Lions into civil flreets, and citizens 

Into their dens The death of Antony 

Is not a lingle doom, in that name lay - 
A moiety ot the world. 

l)er. He is dead, Cafar^ 
Not by a public minifter of juflicc. 
Nor by a liired knife ; but that felf-hand. 
Which writ his honour in the ads it did, 
Hath with the courage, which the heart did lend it, 
Splittcd the heart. This is his fword, 
I robb'd bis wound of it : behold it ftain'd 
With his moft noble blood. 

Cisf. Lookyou fad, friends: 

The Gods rebuke me, but it is a tiding 
To wa(h the eyes of Kings ! 

Agr. And ftrange it is. 
That nature muft compel us to lament 
Our moft perfifted deeds. 

Mec. His taints and honours 
Weigh'd equal in him. 

Agr. A rarer fpirit never 
Did {leer humanity ; but you Gods will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Cafar is touched. 

Mec. When fuch a fpacious mirror's fet before him, 
He needs muft fee himfelf. 

Cafar. O Antony ! 

Fvc followed thee to this but we do lance 

Difeafes in our bodies. I muft perforce 

Have 
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Have fliewn to thee fuch a declining day. 

Or look on thine; we could not ftall together 

In the whole world. But yet let roe lament 

With tears as fovereign as the blood of hearts, 

That thou my brother, my competitor 

In top of all defign, my mate in Empire, 

Friend and companion in the front of war. 

The arm of mine own body, and the heart 

Where mine its thoughts did kindle; that our ftars, 

Unreconcileable, fliould have divided 

Our equalnefs to this. Hear me, good friends, 

But I will tell you at fome meeter feafon. 

The bufinefs of this man looks out of him. 
We'll hear him what he fays. Whence arc you ? 

Enter an Egyptian, 

Egypt. A poor Egyptian yet; the Queen my mifirefsv 
Confined in all (he has, (her monument) 
Of thy intents defires inftrudion; 
That fhe preparedly may frame herfclf 
To th' way rfie's forc'd to. 

C<ef, Bid her have good heart; 
She foon (hall know of us, by fome of ours, 
How honourably and how kindly we 
Determine for her. For Ccefar cannot live. 
To be ungentle. 

Egypt. May the Gods prcferve thee .' [Exit. 

CteJ, Come hither, Proculeius; go, and fay. 
We purpofe her ho Ihamc ; give her what comforts 
The quality of her pafiion (hall require ; 
Left in her greatnefs by fome mortal flrokc 
She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 
Would be eternaling our triumph. Go, 
And with your fpecdieft bring us what (he fays, 
And how you find her. 

Pro. Cajar, I {hall. [E.\it Proculeius. 

Caf. Gallus, go you along ; — whcre's DolabeUa, 
To fecond Proculeius ? [Exit Gallus. 

N 5 All. 
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Alt. Dolabella! 

Caf. Let him alone ; for I reraembcr now, 
How he's einployM : he (hall in time be ready. 
Go with me to my Tent, where you {hall fee 
How hardly I was drawn into this war ; 
How calm and gentle 1 proceeded 'fliU 
In all my writings. Go with me, and fee 
What I can ftiew in this. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Changes to the Monument. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and 

Selcucus, €bove. 
Cleo. A/f Y defolation does begin to make 

iVX A better life •, 'tis paltry to be Cdsfar ; 
Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's knaVe, 
A minifter of her Will; and it is gf eat 
To do that thing, that ends all other deeds ; 
Which fliackles accidents, and bolts up change; 
[Lulls wearied nature to a found repofe] 
(Wliich fleeps, and never palates more the Dung:) 
The beggar's nurfe, and Cafars. 

Enter Proculeius. 

Pro. Cefar fends Greeting to the Queen o£ Egypt, 
And bids thee ftudy on what fair demands 
Thou mean'ft to have him grant thee. 

Cleo. What's thy name ? 

Fro. My name is Proculeius. 

Geo. Antony 
Did tell me of you, bade me truft you, but 
I do not greatly care to be deceived. 
That have no ufe for trufting. If your matter - 
Would have a Qiieen his beggar, you raufl tell him, 
That Majefty, to keep decorum., muft 
No lefs beg than a Kingdom ; if he pleafe 
Ta give me conquered Egypt for my Son, 

He 
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He gives me fo much of min6 own, as I 
Will kneel to him with .thanks. 
: .Pro. Be of good (3he?i : . - 

You're falFn into a princely hand, fear nothing ; 
Make your full ref 're^ce freely to my lord. 
Who is fo full of grace, that it.flows over 
On all that need. Let me report to him 
Your fweet dependency, and you (hall find 
A Gonqu'ror that will .pray in aid for kindnef»t 
Where he for grace is kneel'd to. 

Cito^ Pray yo\i, t/sU him, 
1 am his fortune's vaffal, and I fend hitn 
The Greatncfr he has got. I hourly learn 
A doSrine of obedience, and would gladly 
Look him i'th' face. 

Pr(7. This ril report, deaf lady. 
Have comfort, for, I know, your plight is pity'd 
Of hiiti that caused it. 

\licrt Gallus, and Guards afcehd the Manunuht by 
a Ladder^ and enter at a back Window. 

Gall, You fee, how eafy fhe may be furpriz'd. 

Pro. Guard her, 'till Cafar come. 

Iras. O Royal Queen I 

Char. Oh Geepatra ! thou art taken. Queen. ^ 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

[Drawing a Dagger. 
[The Monument is opend; Proculeius ru/hes in^ 
and difarms the Queen. 

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold : 
Do not yourfelf fuch wrong, who are in this 
Bereav'd, but not betray'd* [languifli ? 

Ciep. What, of death too, that rids our dogs of 

Pro., Do not abufe mymaflcr's bounty, by 
Th' undoing of yourfelf : let the worldfee 
His Noblenefs well a^^ed, which your death - 
Will never let come forth, 

Cleo. Where art thou, death? 
Come hither, come : oh^come, and take a Queen 

N 6 ■ Worth 



300 A N T o N V and Cleopatra. 

Worth many babes and beggars. 

Pro, Ob, temperance, lady ! 

CUo. Sir, I will eat no meat, FIl not drink, Sirs 
* If idle time will once be neceffary, 
I'll not fleep neither. This mortal hoofe Fll ruin. 
Do defar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 
"Will not wait pinion'd at your maflei's Court, 
Nor once be chafiis'd with the fober eye 
OF dull OStavia, Shall they hoift me up. 
And (hew me to the fhouting varlctry 
Of censoring Rome? rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle Grave unto me! rather on Nitus* mud 
Lay me ftark nakM, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My Country's high Pyramides my gibbet, 
And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro» You do extend 
Thcfe thoughts of horror further than you ftiall 
Find caufe in Cafar, 

SCENE III. 

Enter Dolabella. 
DoL pROCULElUS. 

-^ What thou haft done thy mafter Cajar 
knows, 
And he hath fent for thee : as for the Queen, 
ril take her to my guard. 

Pro. So, Dolabella, 
It fiiall content me beft; be gentle to her ; 
To Cafar I will fpeak what you fhall pleafe. 
If you'll employ me to him. 

Gleo. Say, I would die. [Exit Proculcius. 

DoL Moft noble Emprefs, you have heard of me. 
Cleo. I cannot tell. 
DoL Affuredly, you know me. 

♦ If idle talk will once be necejfary,] This Nonfcnfe ftiould be re- 

formed thus, Ifidie time will once be necejfary. i, e* if Repoje be 

neceffary to chcrifh Life, I wUl not fleep. Warb 

CUo. 
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Cleo. No matter. Sir, what I have heard or known: 
You laugh, when boys or women tell their dreams ; 
Is't not your trick? 

DoL I underftand not, Madam. 

Cleo. I dreamt, there was an Emp'ror Antony; 
Oh fuch another flccp, that I might fee 
But fnch another man ! 

DoL If it might pleafc ye [ftuck 

Cleo, His face was as the heav'ns ; and therein 
A Sun and Moon, which kept their courfe, and 
The little O o'th' Earth. [lighted 

DoL Moft fovereign creature ! 

deo. His legs beftrid the ocean, his rearM arm 
Crefted the world : his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, when that to friends : 
But when he meant to quail, and fliake the Orb, 
He was a ratling thunder. For his bounty. 
There was no winter in't : An Autumn 'twas 
That grew the more by reaping. His delights 
Were dolphin-like, they Ihew'd his back above 
The element they liv'd in ; in his livery 
Walk'd Crowns and Coronets, realms and iflands 
' As plates dropt from his pocket. [were 

Dol. Cleopatra— 

Geo. Think you, there was, or might be, fuch a 
As this I dreamt of ? [man 

DoL Gentle Madam, no. 

Qeo. You lie, up to the hearing of the Gods ; 
But if there be, or ever were one fuch. 
It's pad the fize of dreaming : Nature wants fluff 
Xo vye ftrange forms with Fancy, yet t'imagine 
An Antony^ were Nature's Prize 'gainft Fancy, 
Condemning ihadows quite* 

DoL Hear me, good Madam : 
Your lofs is as yourfelf, great ; and you bear it, 
As anfw'ring to the wxight : 'would, I might never 
O'er-take purfu'd fuccefs, but I do feel. 
By the rebound of yours, a grief that flioots 

My 
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My very heart at root. 

Geo. I thank you. Sir. 
Know you, what Coifar means to do with me ? 

DoL Tm loth to tell you, what I woald you knew* 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. 

DoL Though he be honourable— 

Cleo. He'll lead me in triumph ? 

DoL Madam, he will, 1 know't. 

AU.'M3ike way there, — Cdpfar, 

s c E N E IV. 

Enter Caefar, -Ga4lus, Mecaenas, ProcuJeius, and 

Attendants. 
Caf.\JiT'HlC H is the Queen oi Egypt f 
V V DoL It is the Emperor, Madam. 

[Cleo. kneeh. 

CaJ. Arife, you (hall not kneel : 
I pray you, riTe, rife, Egypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the Gods 
Will have it thus ; my mafter and my lord 
1 muft obey. 

Caf. Take to you no hard thoughts : 
The record of what injuries you did us. 
Though written in our flefli, we fhail remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole Sir o'tli world, 
* I cannot profter mine own caufe fo well 
To make it clear, but do confels, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often fliam'd our Sex*. 

Caf. Cleopatra, know. 
We will extenuate rather than enforce r 
If you apply yourfelf to our intents, 

» / cannot projca mine own cqi^cJq well] FrojeS (ignifieg to invevt'i 
Caufe, not to plead it t which is the Senfe here required. It is plain 
then w6 fhould read, 

/ cannot prober my own caufe Jo well. 
The technical Term, to plead by an Advocate, Warb. ' 

(Which 
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(Which towards you are moft gentle) you (hall find 
A benefit in this Change ; but if you feek 
To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony s courfc, you ihall bereave yourfelf 
Of my good purpofes, and put your children 
To that deftrudion which Til guard th^em from. 
If thereon you rely. 1*11 take my leave. 

Cleo, And may, through all the world : 'tis yours ; 
and we, 
Your fcutcheons, and your figns of Conqueft, fliall 
Hang in what place you pleafc* Here, my good lord. 
- Caf. You fliail advife me in all for Cleopatra. 

Cleo, This is the brief of money, plate, and jewels 
I am poffeft of — 'tis exaftly valued, 
Not petty things omitted — where's Seleticus? 

Set. Here, Madm 

CUo. This is my treafurer, let Kim fpeak, my lord. 
Upon his peril, xhu I have rcferv'd 
To ray felf nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus, 

SeL Madam, I had rather. £cal my lips. 
Than to ray peril fpeak that which is not. 

Geo. What have I kept back? [known. 

Sel. JELnough to purchafe what you have made 

Caf. Nay, blufti not, Cleopatra ; I approve 
Your wifdom in the deed. 

Cleo. See, Cafar ! Oh, behold. 
How Pomp is follow'd : mine will now be yours. 
And, fliould we ftiift eflates, yours would be mine. 
Th' ingratitude of this Seleucus do's 
Ev'n make me wild. O flave, of no more Truft 
Than love that's hir'd — What, goeft thou back ? 

thou ftialt 
Go back, I warrant thee : but I'll catch thine eyes. 
Though they hadwing-s. Slave, foul-lefs villain, dog, 
O rarely bafc ! 

Caf. Good Ojiieen, let us intreat you. 

ClcQ, O Ceefar, whata wounding fliamc is this, 
That thoii, vouchfafing here to viCt m«, 

Doing 
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Doing the honour of thy lordlincfs 

To one fo weak, that mine own feivant (hould 

Parcel the fum of my difgraces by 

Addition of his envy ! Say, good Cafar^ 

That I fome lady-trifles have referv'd, 

Immoment toys, things of fuch Dignity 

As we greet modern friends withal ; and fay. 

Some nobler token I have kept apart 

For Livia and Odavia, to induce 

Their mediation, muft I be unfolded 

By one that I have bread ? the Gods ! — it fmites me 

Beneath the Fall I have. Pr'ythec, go hence ; ■>' 

Or I fliall (hew the cinders of my fpirits 

'through th' a&es of my chance: wert thou a maOt 

Thou would'ft have mercy on me. 

Caf. Forbear, Seleiuus. [thought 

Geo, Be't known, that we, the Greatefl, are mif- 
For things that others do. And when we fall 
We anfwer. Others' merits, in our names 
Arc therefore to be pitied. 

Caf. Cleopatra^ 
Not what you have referv'd, nor what acknowledged, 
Put We i'lh' roll of Conqueft, IHll be't yours ; 
Beftow it at your pleafure, and believe, 
Cafars no merchant to make prize vvith you 
Oi things that merchants fold. Therefore, be cbeer'd: 
Make not your thoughts your prifons ; no, dear 
For we intend fo to difpofe you, as [Queen, 

Yourfclf Ihall give us counfel : feed, and fleep» 
Our care and pity is fo much upon you. 
That we remain your friend ; and fo, adieu. 

CUo. My mafter, and my lord ! 

Caf, Not fo : — adieu. [Exeunt Caefar and his train. 

SCENE V. 

Qeo.T T E words me. Girls, he words me, 

XjL That I (hould not be noble to myfclf. 
But hark thee, Charmian. [Whifptrs Charmian. 

Iras. 
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Iras. Finifh, good lady, the bright day is done, 
And we are for the dark. 

Cleo, Hie thee again. — — 
I've fpoke already, and it is provided ; 
Go put it to the bade. 

Char, Madam, I will. [Exit Charm. 

Enter Dolabella. 

DoL Where is the Queen ? 

Char. Behold, Sir, 

Cleo. Dolabella. 

IM, Madam, as thereto fworn, by your Command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 
1 tell you this : Cafar through Syria 
Intends his journey, and, within three days, 
You with your children will he fend before ; 
Make your beft ufe of this. I have pcrform'd 
Your picafure and my promife. 

Cleo. Dolabella^ 
I (hall remain your debtor. 

Dol. I your fervant. 
Adieu, good Qjacen; I muft attend on Cafar. [ExiL 

Cleo, Farewel, and thanks. Now, Iras^ what 
think'ft thou ? 
Thou, an Egyptian puppet, fhalt be Ihewn 
In Rome as well as 1 : mechanic flaves 
With greafy aprons, rules, and hammers, fliall 
Uplift us to the view. In their thick breaths, 
Rank of grofs diet, fliall we be enclouded, 
And forc*d to drink their vapour. 

Iras. The Gods forbid ! 

CUo. Nay, 'tis moft certain, Iras : faucy lidors 
Will catch at us like (trumpets, and fcail'd rhimers 
Ballad us out-o'-tune. The quick Comedians 
Extemp'rally will flage us, and prcfent 
Our Alexandrian revels : Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I (hall fee 
Some fqueaking Cleopatra boy my Greatnefs. 

I' th' 
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I' th' pofturc of a whore. 

Iras. O the good Gods ! 

Cko, Nay, that's certain. 

Iras; Til never fee it ; for, Fna fure, my nails 
Are ftronger than mine eyes. 

CUo. Why, that's the way 
To fool their preparation, and to conquer 
Their moft abfurd intents. Now, Charmian. 

Enter Gharmian. 
Shew me, my women, like a Queen : go fetch 
My beft attires. I am again for Cydnus^ 
To meet Mark Antony, Sirrah Iras, go — 
Now, noble Charmian, we'll difpatch indeed ; 
And when thon'ft done this cjiare, Fll give thee 

leave 
To play till dooms-day — bring our Grown, and all* 

[A noife within* 
Wherefore this noife ? 

Enter a Guard/man, 

Guardf. Here is a rural fellow. 
That wUl not be deny'd your HighnePj* prefence ; 
He brings you figs. 

Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an infirument 
, , [Exit Guard/man. 

May do a noble deed ! — he brings me liberty. 
My refolution's placM, and 1 have nothing 
Of woman in me ; now from head to foot 
I'm marble conftant : now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 

Enter Guardfman and Clown with a ba/ket. 

Gvardf. This is the man. 

Geo. Avoid and leave him. [Epcit Guardfman. 

Haft thou the pretty worm of Xilus there. 
That kills and pains not ? 

Clown. Truly. I have him : but I would not be 
the party ihould defire you -to touch him, for his 
bidng i« immortal : thofe, that do die of it^ do fel* 
dom or never recover. , CUo. 
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Cleo, Remember'ft thou any that have dy'd on't? 

Clown* Very many, men and women too. I heard 
of one of them no longer than yefterday, a very ho- 
neft \voman, but fomething given to lie, as a woman 
fhould not do, but in the way of honefty. How flie 
dy'd of the biting of it, what pain flie felt ! truly, 
(he makes a very good report o' th' worm : but he, 
that wilt believe half that they fay, (hall never be 
favcd by all that they do : but this is moft fallible, 
the worm's ^n odd worm. 

^€0' Get thee hence, farewel. 

Clown, I wifli you all joy of the worm. 

Cleo, Farewel. 

Clown. You muft think this, look you, that the 
worm will do his kind. 

Cleo.^ Ay, ay, farewel. 

Clown. Look you, th^ worm is not to be truftcd 
but in the keeping of wife people; for, indeed, there, 
is no goodncfs in the worm. 

Cleo, Take thou no care, it (hall be heeded. 

Clown, Very good : give it nothing, I pray you, 
for it is not worth the feeding. 

CUo, Will it eat me ? 

Clown. You muft not think, I am fo Cmple, but 
I know the devil himfelf will not eat a woman : 
I know, that a woman is a difti for the Gods, if the 
devil drefs her not. But, truly, thefe famewhore-fon 
devils do the Gods great harm in their women ! for, 
in every ten that they make, the devils mar five. 

Cleo, Well, get thee gone, farewel. 

Clown, Yes, forfooth, I wifli you joy o' th' worm. 

[Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

Cleo, /^ I V E me my Robe, put on my Crown ; 

VX I have 

Immortal Longings in roe. - Now no more 
The juice of Egypt's grape (hall moift this lip. 

Yare, 
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Yarc, yarc, ^ood Iras; quick — methinks, I hear 
Antony call, 1 fee him roufe himfelf 
To praife my noble ad. I hear him mock 
The luck of Cajar^ which the Gods give men 
T" excufe their after-wrath. Hulband, I come; 
Now to that name my courage prove my title ! 
I am fire, and air ; my other elements 

I give to bafer life. So have you done ? 

Come then, and take the lafi warmth of my lips. 
Farewcl, kind Charnpian ; Iras^ long farewel. 

[Applying the ajp. 
Have I the afpic in my lips ? doft fall ? [To Iras. 
If thou and nature can fo gently part. 
The flroke of death is as a lover's pinch. 
Which hurts, and is defir'd. Doft thou lie ftill ? 
If thus thou vanifheft, thou teirft the world. 
It is not worth leave taking. [Iras dies» 

Char. Diflblvc, thick Cloud, and rain, that I may 
The Gods themfelves do weep. [fay, 

Cieo. This proves me bafe 

If (he firft meet the curled Antony^ 
He'll make demand of her, and fpend tliat kifs. 
Which is my heav'n to have. Come, mortal wretch, 
With thy (harp teeth this knot intrinficate 

[To theferpent. 
Of life at once untie: poor venomous fool. 
Be angry, and difpatch. Oh, could'ft thou fpeak. 
That I might hear thee call great Cafar afs, 
Unpolicied ! 

Char. O eaftern ftar ! 

CUo. Peace, peace ! 
Doft thou not fee my baby at my breaft. 
That fucks the nurfe afleep? 

Char. O break ! O break ! 

Cleo. As fweet as balm, as foft as air, as gentle, 

O Antony! Nay, I will take thee too. 

[Applying another afp to her Arm, 

What ftould I ftay [Dies. 

Char, 



An TO N Y flmf C L Eo p AT R A. 3og 

Char. In this wild world? fo fare thee well: 
Now, boaft thee. Death, in thy pofleflion lies 

A lafs unparallefd Downy windows, clofe; 

And golden Phosbus never be beheld 

Of eyes again fo royal ! your Crown's awry ; 

I'll mend it, and then play 

Enter the Guard, rufhing in. 

1 Guard. Where's the Queen ; 
Char, Speak foftly, wake her not. 

I Guard, Cafar hath fcnt 

[Charmian applies the qfp. 
Char, Too flow a meflenger. 
Oh, come apace, difpatcb, I partly feel thee. 

I Guard. Approach, ho ! all's not well. Cafar*s 

beguird. 
8 Guard, There's Dolabella fent from Cafar; call 

him. 

1 Guard, What work is here, Charmian ? is this 

well done ? 
Char, It is well done, and fitting for a Princefs 
Defc^nded of to many royal Kings. 
Ah, foldiers ! [Charmian dies. 

Enter Dolabella. 

Dol. How goes it here ? 

2 Guard. All dead ! 
Dol. Cafar, thy thoughts 

Touch their effeds in this ; thyfelf art coming 
To fee performed the dreaded aft, which thou 
So fought'ft to hinder. 

Enter Caefar and Attendants, 

AIL Make way there, make way for Cafar, 
J)ol, Oh, Sir, you are too fure an augurer ; 

That, you did fear, is done. 
C<3Bf. Braveft at laft : 

She Icveird at our purpofc, anH, being royal, 

Took 
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Took her own way. The manner of their deaths ? — 
I do not fee them bleed. 

DoL Who was laft with them ? 
1 Guard, A Gmpie countryman, that brought 
her figs : 
This was his baiket. 
• Caf. Poifon'd then ! 
1 Guard. Oh Ccsfar ! 
This Charmian liv'd bjat now, (he ftood and fpake : 
I found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead miftrcfs ; tremblingly fhe ftood, 
And QB the fuddm dropt. 

Caf. Oh npblp weaknefis I 
If they had fwallow'd poifon, 'twould appear . 
By external fwelliog; out die looks like ileep; 
As (he would catch another Antony 
In her ftrong toil of grace. 
DoL Here, on her breaft. 
There is a vent of blood, and fomethiog blown : 
The like is on her arm. 

1 Guard. This an aipic*s trail ; 
And thefe fig-leaves have flpidne-upoii them, fuck 
As th* afpic leaves upon the caves of NUe. 

Caf. Moft probable. 
That fo flie dy'd ; for her pttyfician tells me. 
She has purfu'd conclufions infinite 
Of eafy ways to die. Take up her bed. 
And bear her women from the monument : 
She fliall be buried by her Antony. 
No grave upon the earth (hall clip in it, 
A pair fo famous. High events as thefe 
Strike thofe that make them ; and their ilory is 
No lefs in pity, than his glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army fhall. 
In folemn ihew, attend this funeral ; 
And then to Rome : come, D<Habella, fee 
High order in this great folemnity. [Exeunt omnes. 

GYM- 



3|f4>=*=<***<>^*^»>'**^*»**^^^*^*^^ 



CYMBELINE, 



TRAGEDY. 



*4>^r4>.^^}i€«^*<4>.*4>.*«:>*4>.*'^-*4)# 



Dra- 



Dramatis Perfonse. 

CYMBELINE, King of Britaine. 
Cloten, Son to the Qtuenby a former Hu/band, 
Laonatus Pofthumus^ a Gentleman in love with the 

Princefs, and privately married to her, 
Guiderius, ? Dtfguifed under the names of PolsidouT and 
Arviragus, ) Gadwal, fuppofed Sons to Belarius. 
Bclarius, a banipCd Lord^ dtfguis'd under the name of 

Morgan. 
Philario, an Italian, Friend to Pofthumus. 
lachimo, Friend to Vhi\^x\o. 
Caius Lucius, Amhaffador from Rome. 
PifaniOy Servant to Pofthumus. 
A French Gentleman^ Friend to Philario. 
Cornelius, a Do^r, Servant to the Queen. 
Two Gentlemen, 

Queen, Wife to Cymbeline. 

Imogen, Daughter to Cymbeline by a former Queen. 

Helen, Woman to Imogen. 

Lords^ Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Ghojls, a 
Soothfayer, Captains, Soldiers^ MeJ/engers^ and other 
Attendants, 

SCENE, fometimes in Britaine; fometimes in 
Italy. 
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Cymbelinc'5 Palace in Britainc. 

Enter two Gentlemen . 

; ^ ,.: i ;. I ,Oe,ntiehan, 

YO U dp: not meet a man, .but frowns : * Our 
brows 
No more obey the heavens than our courtiers; 
But feem, as does the King^s. 
s Gent, But what's the matter ? 

1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of 's Kingdom, 

(whom .' . 

He purposed. to his,\vife'$ folc fan, a widow 
Thaf late he married) h^th referred hcrfelf 
Unto a poor, but. worthy,. genUcpaan. 

She's wedded ; 

Her huiband banifh'd ; (he imprifon'd: All 
Is outward forrow, though, I think, the King 
Be touched at very heart. 

2 dent. None but the King ? [Queen, 

1 Gent, He, that hath loft her, too: fo is the 
That moft defir'd the match. But not a courtier, 
(Although they wear their faces to the bent 

Of the King's look) but hath a heart that is 
Glad at the thing they fcoul at. 

2 Gent. And why fo ? 

our bloods. 
No more oUy the heavens^ 8cc. ] The Thought is this, we are not now 
{as we were wont) influenced, by the weather but by the King*} 
Looks.' We no more obey the heavens than our Courtiers obey the Hea- 
vens. •' By which it appears, that the readiilg — our bloods hviron^. 
We ihould read therefore, ■ ■ our brows 

Xo more obey the heavens^ 8cc. Warb. 

Vot. VIII. O I Gent. 
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1 Gent. He that hath mifs'd thePriqcefs; is a thing 
Too bad for bad report: and, he that hath her, 
( I mean that marry'd her, alack, good man I 
And therefore banith'd] is a creature fuch, 
As, to feek through the regions of the earth 
For one. his like, there would be fomething failing 
In him that (hould compare. I do not think. 
So fair an outward^ and fuch fiuff within 
Endows a man but him 

fi Grnt. You fpeak him far. 

I Gent, I don't extend him; Str : Within himfelf 
Crufli him together, ,ratbeMhan ut^fold ' 

His meafure fully. 

3 Gent. What's his name and birth? ' 

I Gent. I cannot delve him to the root: his father 
Was called Sicillius, who did join: his honour 
Againft the Romans, with 'Gaffib'elin ; ' 
But had his titles by Tenantius^ whomf' • 
He ferv'd with glory and admit'dlAiccdfs* ' ' \ 
So gainM the fur«addition, LeonaUii'f 
And had, befides'thi^ gfemteman iii qudflion,' ' - 
Two other fons ; who, in the wars o' th"" tinrte^ ' 
Dy'd with their fwords in hand: Fot ^hich, their 

father, 
(Then old and fond of iffue) took fuch forrow, 
That be quit Being ; and his gentle lady, 
^ig of this gentleman, our theme, deceaa'd. 
As he was born* The. Kirig, he taies th« babe 
To his protedion, calls him Pqfihumus^ 
Breeds him, and mak^s him of his bed-chamber: • 
Puts to him all the Learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of, which he took 
As we do air, fait as 'twas miniftred. 
His fpring became a harvefi: liv-d in Court 
(Which rare it is to do,) moft prais'd, moft lov*d, 
A fample to the young'ft ; to th' mare mature, 
A glafs that featur'd them; and to tbe<graver . 
A child that guided dotards. To his miftrefs, 

(For 
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(For whom he now is banifh'd) her own price 
Proclaims, how Qie efteem'd him and his virtue^ , 
By her eledion may be truly read. 
What kind of man he is. 

9 Gttii' I honour him, ev'n out of your report.' 
But tell m«, is Ihe fole child to the King ? 

1 Gtnt^ His only child. 
He had two fons, (if this be worth your hearing 
Mark it;) theeldeft of them at three years old, 
r th" fwathing clothes the other, from their nurfery 
Wece ftolFn ; and to this hour, no guefs in knowledge 
Which way^they went. 

3 Gtni,. How long is this ago ? 

1 GtnX, Some twenty years. [vcy'd^ 

2 Gt-nX. That a King's children (hould be fo con- 
So Hackly guarded, and the fearch fo (low 

That could not trace them, 

I Gtnt. Howfoe'er 'tis ilrange. 
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'd at. 
Yet is it true, Sir. 

3 GtnX. I Ao well believe you. [man, 
1 Gtnt, We mud forbear. Here comes the Gentle- 

The Queen, and Princefs* [Exfttw^ 

SCENE II. 

Enter the Queen^ Pofthumus, Imogen, and atltndants, 

Que^f».XTO, be affur'd, you (ball not find me, 

x^ daughter, 

After the (lander of moft ftep-mothers, 
ni-ey'd unto you : You're my prisoner, but ' 

Your goaler (hall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your reftraint. For you, Pojlhumur^ 
So foon as I can win th' oflFended King, 
I will be known your advocate : marry, yet. 
The fire of rage is in him ; and 'twere good. 
You lean'd unto his Sentence, with what patience 
Your wifdora may inform you. 

O 2 Pojt. 
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Tojl. Plcafe your Highnefs, 
I will .from hence to-day. 

Queen. You know the peril : 
ril fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd afFeflions ; though the King- 
Hath charged, you (hould not fpeak together. [Exit, 

Imo, Diflembling courtefy I how fine this tyrant 
Can tickle, where ftie wounds I My dearefthuiband, 
I fomething fear my father's wrath, but nothing 
(JHway^ referv'd my holy duty) what 
His rage can do on me. You mull be. gone. 
And I fhall "here abide the hourly (hot 
Of angry eyes: not comforted to live. 
But that there is this jewel in the >vojld. 
That I. may fee again. 

Pojl, My Qiieen ! my Miftrefs ! 
O lady, weep no more,. left I give cauffi 
To be fufpefted of more tendernefs 
Than dpth become a maui I will remain 
The loyal'ft hufband, that did e'er plight troth; 
My refidence in Rome^ at one FhUario\\ 
Who to- my- father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter; thither write, my Queen, 
And with mine eyes Fll drink the words you fend. 
Though ink be n)ade of g.a11. 

Re-enter Queen. 

.Queen. Be brief, I pray you ; 
If the King come, I (hall incur I know not 

How much of his difpleafure yet Til move him 

[Afide. 
To walk this way ; I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my injuries : to be friends, 
Pays dear for my offences. [Exit. 

Pojt, Should we be taking leave. 
As long a term as yet we have to live. 

The lothnefs to depart would grow: adieu! 

Imo. Nay, {lay a little 

Were 
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Were you but riding forth to air yourfelf. 
Such Parting were too petty. Look here, Love, 
This diamond was my mother's; take it, heart, 
But keep it till you woo another wife. 
When Imogen is dead. 

Poft. How, how, another! 
You gentle Gods, give me but this. I have. 
And fear up my embracements from a next ' ' 
With bonds of death. Remain, rerriain thou here, 

[Puttmg on the ring. 
While fenfe can keep thee on ! and Sweeteft, Faijreft, 
As I my poor felf did exchange for you. 
To your fo infinite lofs ; fo, in our trifles 
I flill win of you. For rpy fake, wear this ; 
It is a manacle of love, 1*11 place it * 

[Putiing a bracelet on her arm. 
Upon this falrefl prisoner. 

Imo. O, the Gods ! 
When (hall we fee again ? 



'•o" 



SCENE III. 

Enter Cymbeline, and Lords, 

Poji, ALACK, the King ! 

jLjl Cym. Thou bafcft Thing, avoid; hence, 
from my fight : ^ 

If, after this Command, thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthinefs, thou dy'ft. Away ! 
Thou'rt noifon to my blood.' 

Pojl. The Gods protefl you. 
And blefs the good remainders of the Court ! 
I'm gone. - . ' [Exit. 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in- death 
More (harp than this is. ' 

Cjm. O difloyal thing, . ' ' * 

That fhould'ft repair my youth, thou heap'ft 
A yare age on me. ' 

O 3 Imo. 
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Imo, I beCeech you, Sir^ 
Harm not yourfelf with your Vciutioa ; 
Vm fcnfelels of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cym. Pafl grace ? obedience ? 

Imo. Paft hope, andt in defpair; that way, 
grace. 

Cyto. Thou migbt^ft have had the fole fon of my 
Ouccn. 

Imc, O, bleft, that I might not I I chofe ah eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock. 

Cym. Thou took'ft a beggar ; would'ft have made 
my Throne 
A Seat for Bafenefs. 

Imo. No, I rather added 
A luflre to it. 

Cym, O thou vile one ! ' j, ' . 

Imo, Sit,' . ■ '• ' • 'I: '^' 

It is- your faul^, that I have lovM Pq/lhumta i . , ^ 
You bred him as my play-fellow ; and hb ift> ' 
A man, Morth any woman; over-buys me 
Almoft the fum^he pays. t ; . 

Cym. What! — >— art thou mad ? 

Imo, Almoft, Sir? heav'n reftore me! 'would I 
were ' 

A neatrherd's daughter, and my JUonatus 
'Our neighbour-fliepherd's fon ! 

, Enter Queen. 

Cym, Thou foolifli Thing ; 

They were again together, you have done 

IToihe Qu4in. 
Not after our Command. Away with her. 
And pen her up. 

Queen, Bcfeech you patience ; peace, 
Dear lady daughter, peace. Swect Sovereign, 
Leave u^' t'ourfclv^s, and mak« yourfelf fomexomfort 
Out of your heft advice. 

Cym. 
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Cym, Nay, let her langtti& .j 
Adrop of blood a^day; aad\, being aged, 
'Die of this folly. • ■ [Exit. 

Enter Pifanio. ^ >'z 

.(lmen» Fie, you muft give way 5 
Here is your fervant. How now. Sir? what news ? 

Pif. My lord youF fon drew On my maften 

Queen. Hah! 
No harm, I trufl, is done ? 

P^ There fni^ht have been, < » ' ^ 

But. that my mafier rather play*d, than feaght^ 
And had no help ^of anger: they wcfe parted ' 
Byg^eiatlemen a^t hand. .. ' 

,J[^een, Tm very glad on't. 

:,Imo. Yourfon's my fatlier's ^icnd, he takes his part. 
To draw upon an exile: ObraveSir!— — 
1 would they were in AJric both together,, 
Myfelf by with a lieedle, that 1 might prick 
The\jgoer-back. Why came you trbm your mafter ? 

Pif. Gn iiis oommand ; he ^aalii not fafier me 
To briag himuo th&harven>: left thefe notes 
0{^ what commands I {houid be fubj^A to, 
When't plreas^d you lift' employ me. 

Queen. This hith been 
Your faithful fervant : I dare lay mine honour, 
He >yill remain fo. 

I Pif. I humbly thank .yK>UT Higbnefs* 
• Queen, Prky^ walk a while^ 

Into. About fome half hour hencit, pray you, fpeak 
. with me ; •» ' ' 

You (hall, at leaft, go fee my Lord aboard. 
From this time leave me. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Clotcn, and two Lords., 

I Lord. C IR, I.^ould advife: you to ftift a ihirt j 

kJ the violence cFa<9jion bath made you reek 

O 4 a$ 
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as a facrifice. Where air comes out, air comes m ? 
tberd's tione abroad fo wholefome as That you vent. 

. Clot. If my {hirt were bloody, then to ihift it-^ 

Have I hurt him ? . ' ^ 

s Lord, No, faith : Not fo much rb his patience. 
. [ ." [Afide.- 

X Lord. Hurt him ? his* body^s a pafTaUe carcafs, 
if be be not hurt. It is a thorough-fare for fteel, if 
it be not hurt. 

9 Lord. His fieel was in debt, it went o" th' back- 
fide thp.iown^ » i. I ' .f ^ vAjide. 

Clot. The villain would. not ftandfo^ci '»' ' . ' 

2 Lord. No, bat he flcdforxoard ftilL, towards your 
face. t . '• • . [Afide. 

1 Lord. Stand you-? you have land enough of your 
own ; but be added to ycfut Having, gave you fome 
ground. 

2 Lord, As many inches as youhave ocedns, pup 
pics! . -•() ' . ' 'v' .; -J ^.'^-kfide* 

C/o/;* I would, they had ndt come between ♦us* '; 

2 Lord4 So woiildll^ 'till you hiad meaft^rdhow 
long a fool yon were upon the ground. •> j AJidi.f 

Clot. And that ihe Ihould love this fellow^ and re- 
fufe me .' 

2 Lord. If it be a fin to make a. true elcAion, ihe^s 
damn'd. . r : . ' [Afidc., 

1 Lord, Sir, as.Ijold y.OiU alHA!ays, Kcr 'beauty and 
her brain go not together. She's ajgaod.Shine,' but 
I hjtye feen fmallfofiexion ofihei* wit-* ;^' a^ 

2 Lord. She fhines not upon fools, left the^refiexion 
fliould hurt her. / ^ : .' [Ajide. 

Clot. Come, I'll to my chamber: *would, there 
had been fome hurt done ! 

2 Lord. 1 wilh'not fp; unleft i^had been the fall 
of an afs, which is no great hurt., ^ [AJidi. 

Clot. You'll go with us ? •- 
: »j Lordy'XU attend y,0jar Lordfliip. i . > ^ 

Ciot.' Nay^ CQ<gc,ikt'$. go lo^ethci:^ . • <^a 

2 Lord. Well, my Lord* : [Exeunt. 
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s c E .N E ^ v: 

Imogen'^ Apartment, 

Enter Imogen, and Pifanio. 

Imo, T Would, thou gfcw'ft unto the (hores o'th' ha- 

A ven. 

And queflion'd'ft every fail : if he fhould write. 
And I not have it, 'twere a paper loft 
As ofFer'd mercy is. What was the laft 
That he fpfake with thee ? 

Pif. 'Twas, His Queen, his Queen ! 

Into. Then wav'd his handkerchief? 

Pif, And kifs'd it. Madam. 

Imo, Senfelefs linen, happier therein thanT ! 
And that was all ? 

Pif. No-, Madam ; for fo long 
As he could make me with this eye, or ear, 
Diftinguifh him from others^ he did keep 
The deck, with glove or hat, or handkerchief^ 
Still waving, as the fits and ftirs of's mind 
Could heft exprefs how flow his foul faifd on. 
How fwift his fhip. 

Imo, Thou (hould'ft have made him 
As little a^ a crow, or lefs, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pif. Madam, fo I did. 

Imo, 1 would have broke mine eye-ftrings ; crackt 
'em, but 
To look upon him ; 'till the diminution 
Of's fpace had pointed him (harp as my needle ; 
Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 
The fmallnefs of a gnat, to air; and then 
Have turn'd mine eye, and wept. — But, good Pifanio, 
When (hall we hear from him ? 

Pif. Be affur'd. Madam, 
With his next vantage. 

O 5 Imo. 
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Into, I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Mod pretty things to fay : ere I could tell him, 
How I wotild thirik on him^ at certain hours^ 
Such thoughts, and fuch; or, I could make him 

fwcar, 
The She's of Italy (hould not betray 
Mine intereflr and his honour; or have chaTg^d him. 
At the fixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 
Tcncounter me with Orifotis ; (for then 
I am in heaven for him;) or ere 1 could 
Give him that parting kifs, which I had fet 
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father; 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 
Shakes all our buds from blowing. 

Enter a Lady, 

Lady, The Qjaecn, Madam, 
Defires your Highnefs' ^company. 

Into, Thofe things I bid you do, get them difpatch'^d. 
I will attend the Queen. 

FiJ, Madam, I Ihall. [Eneunt. 

S C E N E VI. 

Changes to Rome. 

Enter Philario, lachimo, and a French man. 

lack. T> E LI EVE it, Sir, I have feen him in Britaine; 
X3 he was then of a crefcent Note; expefted to 
prove fo worthy, as fince he has been allowed the 
name of. But I could then have look'd on him, 
without the help of admiration ; though the cata- 
logue of his endowments had been tabled by his fide, 
and I to pcrufe him by Items. 

PhiL You fpeak of him when he was lefs furnifli'd, 
than now he is, with That which makes him both 
without and within. 

French. 1 have feen him in France; we had very 

many 
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m^ny there, could behold the .fun with as firm eyes 
as be. • 

Jach^ This matter of marrying his King'^s Daugh* 
tcr, (wherein he muft be weighed rather by her va- 
lue, t4ian his own) words him, 1 doubt not, a great 
deal from the matter. 

French. And then his banilhment 

loch. Ay, and the approbations of ihofe, that 
weep this lamentable divorce under her colours, are 
wonderfully to extend him ; be it but to fortify her 
Judgement, which elfe an eafy battery might lay 
flat, for taking a beggar without more quality. But 
how comes it, he is to fqjourn with you ? how creeps 
acquaintance? 

Fhil. His father and I were foldiers together, to 
whom I have been often bound for no lefs than 
ray life. 

Enter Pofthumus. 

Here comes the Briion, Let him be fo entertained 
amongd you, as fuits with Gentlemen of your know- 
ing, to a flranger of his quality.^ I befeech you all, 
be better known to this Gentleman ; whom I com- 
mend to you as a noble friend of mine. How wor- 
thy he is, I will leave to appear hereafter, rather 
than ftory him in hi5 own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have been known together in 
Orleans, 

Foft. Since when I have been debtor to you for 
courtefies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 
fhll. 

French, Sir, you o*er-rate my poor kindnefs ; I 
was glad I did atone my Countryman and you; it 
had been pity, you ftiould have been put together 
with fo mortal a purpofe, as then each other bore, 
upon importance of fo flight and trivial a nature. 
' Pqfl. By your pardon, Sir, I was • then a young 
traveller; rather ihun'd to go even with what I 
O 6 heard, 
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heard, than in my every adion to be guided by 
others' experiences ; but upon my mended judg- 
ment, (if I ofiFcnd not fO fay, it is mended,) my 
quarrel was not afltogether flight. 

Frtneh, Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
fwords ; and by fuch two, that would by all likeli- 
hood have confounded one the other, or have fallen 
both. 

lack. Can we with manners aflc, what was the 
difference? 

French. Safely, I think ; 'twas a contention in 
public, which may without contradidion fuflFer the 
report. It was much like an argument that fell out 
lafi night, where each of us fell in praife of our 
Country miftreffes : This Gentleman at that time 
vouching, (and upon warrant of bloody affirmation,) 
his to be more fair, virtuous, wife, chafte, conflant, 
qualified, and lefs attemptable than any the rareft 
of our ladies in France, 

lack. That Lady is not now living ; or- this Gen- 
tleman's opinion, by this, worn out. 

FoJL She holds her virtup flill, and I my mind. 

lack* You muft not fo far prefer her, *fore ours 
of Jtalj. 

Pqft. Being fo far provok'd, as I was in France. I 
would abate her nothing ; iho' I profcfs myfelf her 
adorer, not her friend. 

lack. As fair, and as good, a kind of hand-in^hand 
comparifon, had been fomcthing too faii- and too 
good for any Lady in Britany, if ftie went before 
others I have feen, as that diamond of yours oui- 
luflres many 1 have beheld, 1 could believe, (he ex- 
celled many ; but I have not feen the moft precious 
diamond that is, nor you the Lady. 

Foji. I praised her, as I rated her : fo do I my 
ftoue. 

lack. What do you efleem it at ? 

Fojt, More than the world enjoys. 

lach. 
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lack. Either your unparagonM Mifttefs is dcad^ 
Ar (he's out-{Jriz''d by a trifle. 

Poji. You are miftaken ; the one may be fold or 
given,' if there were wealth enough for thepurcbafe, 
or merit for the gift- The other is not a thing for 
fale, and only the gift of the Gods. 

Jack. Which the Gods have given you : 

Pq/i. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 

lack. You may wear her in title yours ; but, you 
know, ftrange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Your ring may be flolTn too ; fo, of your brace of 
unprifable eftimations, the one is but frail and the 
other cafual. A cunning thief, or a that-way-ac- 
complifh'd courtier, would hazard the winning both 
of firft and laft. 

Pojt, Your lUily contains none fo accompHQi'd 
a'Caurticr to convince the honour of my miftrcfs ; 
if in the holding or lofs of that, you term her frail, 
I do nothing doubt, you have itore of thieves, not- 
withftanding I fear not my ring. 

Phil, Let us leave here. Gentlemen. 

Pqft. Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior, 
I thank him, makes no Granger of me; we are fami- 
liar at firft. 

lack. With five times fo much converfation, I 
fhould get ground of your fair Miflrefs ; make her 
gO back, even to the yielding : had I admittance, 
and opportunity to friend. 

PoJi. No, np. 

lack. I dare thereupon pawn the moiety of my 
eftate to your ring, which, ip my opinion, (over- 
values it fomething : but I make my wager rather 
agairtft: your confidence, than her reputation :. And 
to bar your loffence herein too, I durft attempt it 
- againft' any Lady in the world. 

J^. You are a groat deal abias'd in too bold a per- 
fuafion ; and, I doubt not, you'd fuftain what you're 

worthy. of, ;% your attempt.. • 

lack. 
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JacA. Whafs That ? 

Tojl, A repulfe ; though your attempt, as you call 
ky defervel more; a punifliment too. 
. Fhil, Gemlemen, enough of this ; it came ia too 
fuddenly, let it die as it was bom ; and I pray you, 
be better acquainted. 

lach^ 'Would, I had put my eftate and my neigh* 
bout's, on tb' approbation of what I have fpoke. 
. Fojl^ What Lady would you chufe to aiTail ? 

Inch. Yours ; who ia confiancy, you think, ftands 
fo fafe. I will lay you ten ihoufand ducats to your 
ring^ that, commend me to the Court where your 
L»ady is, with no more advantage than the oppoir-' 
tunity of a fecond conference, I will bring from 
thence that honour of hers, which you iaiagine fo 
referv'd. 

Toft, I will wage againftyour gold, gold to it: my 
ring I hold dear as my finger, 'tis part of it. 

lack. You are afraid, and therein the wifer ; if you 
buy ladies' fle(h at a million a dram, you cannot 
prcferve it from tainting. But, I fee, you have 
fome Religion in you^ that you fear. 

Foft. This is but a cuftom in your tongue ; you 
bear a graver purpofc, I hope. 

lack, 1 am the maftcr of my Speeches, and would 
undergo what's ffK)kcn, I fwear. 

Foft. Will you ? 1 (hall but lend my diamond 'till 
your Return ; let there be covenants drawn between 
us. My Miflrefs exceeds in goodncfsahe hugencfs 
of your unworthy thinking. I dare you to this 
match ; here's my ring. 

Fhii, I will have it no Lay. 

lack. By the Gods it is one. If I bring you fuf- 
ficient tellimony that. I have enjoy'd the deareft 
bodily part of your miftrefs, my ten thoufand ducats 
are mine ;/fo is your diamond to©. If J come ofif, 
and leave her in fuch honour as you have truft in, 
(he your jewel, this yaur jewel, and my gold arc 

yours ; 
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yours ; provided, I have your commendation, for 
my mote free entertainment. 

Pq/l^ I embrace thefe conditions ; let us have ar- 
ticles betwixt us ; only, thus far you (hall anfwer ; 
if you make your voyage upon her, and give me 
diredlly to underftand you have prevailed, I am no 
further your enemy, flie is not worth our debate. If 
(be remain unfeduc'd, you not making it appear 
otherwife; for your ill opinion, and the affault you 
have made t^ her chaflity, you fhall aijifwer me with 
youT' fword^ 

lack. Your hand, a covenant ; we will have thefe 
things fet down by lawful counfel, and ftraight 
away for Briiaine^ left the bargain fliould catch cold, 
and ftarve. I will fetch my gold, and have our two 
Avagers recorded. 

Fqfi, Agreed. [Exeunt Pofthumus and lachima. 

French, Will this hold, think you ? 

PhiL Sigriior lachime will not from it. 
Pray, let us follow 'em. [ExeunK 

SCENE VII. 

- Changes to Cymbeline'i Palace in Britaine. 

Enter Qjueen^ Ladies, and Cornelius with a Viol. 
Queen.XX 7 RlLli yet the dew's on ground, gather 

VV thofe flowers : 

Make hafle. — Who has the note of them ? 

I Lady. I, Madam. 

Queen. Difpatch. [Exeunt Ladies. 

Now, mafter Doftor you have brought thofe drugs ? 

Cor. Plcafeth your Highnefs, ay ; here they are. 
Madam ; 
But I hefeech your Grace, without offence, 
(My confcience bids me afk) wherefore you have • 
Commanded of me thefe raoft poisonous compounds ? 
Which are the movers of a languilhing death ; 
But, though flow, deadly. 

Qiieen^ 
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Queen. I do wonder, DoAor, 
Thou afk'ft me fuch a queflion ; have I not been 
Thy pupil long ? haft thou not learn'd me how 
To niakc perfuraes ? diflii? prefcrve ? yea, fo, 
That our great King himfelf doth woo roe oft 
For my con feft ions ? having thus far proceeded, 
(Unlefs thou think'ft me dev'lifti,) is't not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclulions ? I will fry the fordef - 
Of thefe thy compounds on fqch creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, (but none human;) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their aft ; and by them gather 
Their fcv'ral virtues and eflFefts. 

Cor. Your Highnefs 
Shall from this praftice but make hard your heart ; 
Belides, the feeing thefe cffefts will be 
Both noifome and infeftious. 

Queen. O, content thee. 

Enter Pifanio, 

Here comes a flattering rafcal, upon- him . [Afidc* 
Will I firft work ; he's for his matter's fake 
An enemy to my fon. How now, Pifanio ? 
Doftor, your fervice for this time is ended ; 
Take your own way. 

Cor. I do fufpeft you. Madam : [Afide, 

But you fhall do no harm. 

Queen. Hark thee, a word — [To Pifanio. 

Cor. I do not like her. She doth think, (he has 
Strange ling'ring poifons ; 1 do know her fpirit. 
And will not truft one of her malice with 
A drug of fuch damn'd nature. Thofe, fee has. 
Will ftupify and dull the fenfe a while ; 
Which firft, perchance, ftie'll prove on cats and dogs, 
Then afterwards up higher ; but there is 
No danger in what fliew of death it makes, 

More 
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More than the lockii|[gjUp the fpints a time, ' ,. 
Td be mote. Trefli, reviving. : She is foc4M 
With a moft faffe'eflPeA ; and i the truer. 
So to be fatfe with' her. 

Queen. No further fcrvic*!, DofloT, -.1 • 
Until I fend for thee. . . • i : '. . •• 

Cor. I htimbly take my iMve; -' ' : ^ [£x2/. 

Qween. Weeps Ihe ftill, fay'ft thou ? doA thou think, 
in time . . 

She will not quench, and lef infiVufiions enter/ 
Where folly how ppffefles i^'do' thoa'wo^k ;- ^'\ 

When thou (halt' bring me Word Qie loVes my fon, 
ril tell thee on theinftaht, th6ta art- then " \ 

As gT^at-ad h thy maftec; greater; 'f6r" ;• * 

His fortunes all lie fpeechlefs, and^hiishamfe* 
Is at laft gafp. 'Return he'eahnbt, not ' 
Gontinue where he ii':' to fliift h'is b^eii^, ^ • 
Is to exchange one mifery with another V 
And every day]' Ith^f comes, /£oinis^tp c^cay 
A day's work in hica. What fhalt thou expcfi, 
To be depejuder on a tjiing that kaii^ ? u'L) 
Who cannot be ne\y built^ and h^s.po friends. 
So much as but to' prop him ? — ^Thou tak'ft up 

' i : [Pifahio toQking on tm Viol. 

Thou know'ft not what; but take it for thyjSBour; 
li israAing I n^ake, which hath the Ring 
Five times redee<m'd from death ; I do not know 
What is more cordial. Nay, f pr'yfrhee, take it^. 
It is an earneil of a furtherQood ■ '^'^ ; 

That Lkneancto thee. TcH thy-miflxefs how > i 
The cafe.' Hands with her ; do't, as from Ihyfelf r ' ' 
Think, what a chance thou chanceft on % but thinks— r ' 
Thou haft thy miftrefs ftill : to boot, ray fon ; 
Who ftiall take'notice of thee." I'll move the King 
To any ftiape of thy preferments fuch . J ; . 
As ihoult deCre ; .and thenmyfelf,! I chiefly^ \. , 
That fet thee on to this.defcrt, am bound' . .) 
To load thy merit richly.. GaH nty.wxMncn>4**-f-^ . : 

[Eiiit Pifanio. 
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Think on my words — ^A fljr an^ conftant kA^vc^ . 

Not to be fbak^d; the agcint for bis niafter ; i * 

And the remembrancer of h^r, to hold 

The hand-faft to her Lord. — Fve giv'a him That,- 

Which, if he take« QuU qvAtfi unpeople bet 

Of leidgers for her fweet ; and wbicb (he* after, . 

Except (be bend her b^HHOur, ibaU be aflur'd. 

To tafte of too««. . . 

Enter Pifanib, and Ladies. ' ' 

. I • . - <^- 

So, fo ; well done, well done ; , 

The violets^ cowflips^ and the priinirofes. 

Bear to my .cla£et ;. far^ (thee wel},. Pifanja^ 

Think on my words. [Exeunt Qiieen an4 Ladies; 

Pif. And ftali do : 
fi^t when to any good Lord I prove untrue, 
I'll choke myfclf ; there's all ril.do.f^r you. » [JExit 

s ce'n. e- viii/ V-: T. 

Chdngisi to loQogenV. Apaitrntnt^ 

^ Enter Imogen alone. , 

Jlit^ A Father cru^l, and a Stepdaroe falfe, 

XTL ,A foolifli fuitor to ,a, wedded lady. 
That hath herhuCband.baDi(h''d-r-04 that huiiband I 
My fupi!eni& crown of grijef, and thofe repeaifid . . 
Vexations olit- * i Had I been thicf-fipU'n, 
As my-two brothers, happy ! . but:nxDi): nxiferakle -. 
Is thedefiwi tbat^ia glorious. Blofs'd be'tbofe^ ] 
How niean foe'er^ tha& have iheir honeiLwilU, 
Whith feafons comfort. Who may this be ? fie I 

" * Enter Pifanio, and lachimo. , 

P//*. Madam, a noble Gentleman of ili^m^ 
Gomes fvolni. my Lord with letters, 

lack. Chiangcyoii, Madam? . 
The worthy jt€(W2aftw is in fafety^ 

And 
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And greets your Higbnefs dearly. « 

/m(?. Tharlks, good Sir, \ ' ' 

You're kindly welcome. 

lack. All of her,, that is out of door, moft rkh ]. 

If Ihe be furnifli'd with a mind fo rare, [Afidi, 

She is alone th' Arabian bird; and I 

Have loft the wager, fioldnefs be' my friend f > ' 

Arm me. Audacity, from head to foot : 

Or, like the Parthian^ I {ball flying fight 

Rather direflly fly. 

IxQOgen nods. 

He is one of the noUeJi note^ to whofe kindnejfes I afn 
mojl injinitely tied. Rejied upon him accordingly ^ aiyou 
value your truji. 

Lqdnatuji 
So' far I read aloud: * • •' • '* 

But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warmM by tli' rcfl, and takes it tbankfeally,-*^— - 
You are as welcome, worthy Sir, as 1 
Have words to bid you ; and fliallifindritfo, .' . 
In all that I can do* .v 

JtfcA. Thanks, fairefl: Lady— : — 
What] are men mad? hath nature given them eyts 
To fee this vaulted arch, * and the rich cope • 
Of fca and land, which can diftinguilh 'twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd flonea 
f Upon th' humbl'd beach ? and can we not 
Partition make with fpeftacles fo precious 
'Twixt fair and foul. 

Into. What makes your admiration? 



* andJhg rich- crop 

Ofjea and land — ] He is here fpeaking of the Covering of Sea 
and La&d^ Shakejpear thdreforc wrote, 

—And ihe rich Cope, 
t Vfrn M' unhuinber'd *McA ? — . ] S-cnfc and -the AntUhdis 
oblicgc us to read this Nonfenf<i thus, Upon M4 humbl'd heoih. 

i, e. bccauie daily infulied with the Flow of the Tide. Warb. 

lack. 
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lack. Itcannotbe i" th' eye ; (forapesand monkeys, 
'Twixt two fuch fhe's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with inowes the other:) Nor Tth^ judgment; 
(For Ideots; in this cafe of favour, would 
Be wifely definite :) Nor i' th' appetite : 
Slutt'ry, to fuch neat excellence oppos'd. 
Should roiike defire vomit en)ptifte£s. 
Not fo allur d to feed. 

Imo. What is the matter, trow ? v 

lack. The cloyed will. 
That fatiate, yet unfatisfy'd defire, (that tub 
Both fiird and running ;) ravening firft the lamb, 
'Longs after for the garbage — »-*- 

Imo. What, dear Sir, , 
Thus raps you ? are you well ? 

• t lach^ Thanks, Madam, well 'Befeech you, Sir, 

Tb Pifanio. 
Defire my men's abode, wher^.I did leave him 5 

• He s-Arangc, and pcevifh. 

Fif. 1 was going, Sir^ ... 
To give him welcome. . > ' 

Imo. Continues well my Lord 
His health, 'befeech you-? : 
< lach. Well, Madam* 

Imo» Is he difpos'd to mirth ? I hope, he is. 

lack: Exceeding pleafant ; none a ftranger there 
So merry, and fx> gamefomc ; he is call'd 
The Britaine Reveller. 

Imo. Wben-he was heje. 
He did incline tofadnefs, and oft times 
Not knowing why.. ' 

lack. I never faw him fad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one, " 
An eminent Monfieur, that, it feems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home. He furnaces 
The thick fighs from him; whiles the jolly Briion, 
(Your Lord, I mean,) laughs from his free Ibngs, cries, 

Oh!-i— ^ 

Can 
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Can my fides hold, tp think, that man, who knows 
By hiftory, report, or his own proof, 
What woman is, yea, what {he cannot chufe . 
But muft be, will his free hours languifh out 
For aflurM bondage ? 
, Imo, Will my Lord fay fo ? 

lach. Ay, Madam, with his eyes in flood with 
laughter. 
It is a recreation to be by^ 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : but heaven 

knows. 
Some men are much to blaiKie. 

Jmo. Not he, I hope. 

lach. Not he. ' But yet heav'n's bounty tow^'rds 
him migh<t 
Be us'd i»or<; ihanHfuHy. In himfelf, 'tis much ; 
In you, whom I count his, bcypn^ all talents ; ♦ 

Whilft I am bound to wonder, I aim bound 
To pity too. ( 

Jmo, What do you pity. Sir ? 

lach. Two creatures heartily. 

Jmo. Am I one, Sir ? 
You look on me ; what wreck difcern you in me, 
Deferves your pity. 

lach. Lamentable ! what ! 
Tp hide me from the radiant fun, and folace 
r th' dungeon by a fnuff? 

Imo, I pray you, Sir, 
Deliver with more opennefs your anfwers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 

lach. That others do, 

I was about to fay, enjoy your but 

It is an office of the Gods to venge it. 

Not mine to fpeak on't. ' i 

Imo. You do feera to know 
Something of me, or what concerns me 5 pray you, 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be fure they do \ for certainties- 

Or 
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Or are paft remedies, or timely knowing. 
The remedy then born;) difcover to me 
What both you fpur and ftop. 

lack. Had I this cheek 
To bath my lips upon ; this hand< wbofc touchy 
Whpfe ev'ry touch would force the feeler's foul 
To th' oath of loyalty ; this objefi, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here ; (hould I, (damn d then,) 
Slavier with lips, as comtnon as the ftairs 
That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly -faliheod, as with labour; , 
Then glad myfclf by peeping in an eye, 
Bafe and unlufirous as the fmoky light 
That's fed with (linking tallow; itwerefit^ 
That all the plagues of hell &ouId at oneuime 
Encounter fuch revolt, 

Imo. My Lofd, I fear, 
Has forgot Britaine. 

lack. And himfelf. Not!,. 
Inclined to this intelligence^ pronounce i 

The beggary of this change; but 'lis. our grace*/ ^ 
That from my muteft confciencei, to my tongue. 
Charms this report out. 

Imo. Let me hear no more. 

lack. Oh dearcft foul ! your caufe doth ftrike nty 
heart 
With pity, tha^ doth make me Gcki A Lady 
So fair, and faften'd to an empery, 
Wouldmake the great'ft King double I to bepartnerM 
With tomboys, hir'd with that felf-exhibkion 

Which your own roffers yield ! —with difeas'd 

ventures. 
That play with all infirmities for gold, 
Which rottennefs lends nature I fuch boyrd ftiifF,' 
As well might poifon Poifon .' Berevcng'd; 
Or (he, that bore you, was no Queen, and you 
Recoil from your great ftock. . . •* 

Imo. 
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Irno, Reveiig'd ! 
How fhould I be Teveng'd, if this be true ?, 
(As I have fuch a heart, that bath mine ears 
Mull not in hafte abufe;) if it be true. 
How {hall I be reveng'd? , ^ ' , j 

lack. Should he make me 
Live like Diana s Prieft, betwixt cold flbeets ? 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps 
In your defpight, upon your purfe? Revenge it: — 
I dedicate rayfelf to your fweet pleafure, 
More noble than that runagate to your bed ; 
And will continue faft to your afFeAion, r 

Still clofe, as furc. . ; 

Imo. What ho, Pifanio ! 

lack. Let me my fervice tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away ! — -I do cotsdemn mine ears, that have 
Sb long attended thee. If thou wert honourable. 
Thou would'ft have told this tale for vittue, not 
For fuch an end thoti feek'ft; as bafe, as flrange: 
Thou wrong'ft a Gentlem*^, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
SoUcit'ft here a Lady, that difdains 
Thee, and the Devil alike. What ho, Pifanio! 
The King my father fhall be made acquainted 
Of thyaSatilt; if he fhall think it fit, 
A fa ucyftr anger in his court to mirt .. 

As in a Romijh ftew, and to expound 
Hisbcaftly mind to us; he hath a cotirt ' 
.He little cares for, and a daughter whotp 
He not refpcds at all. What ho, Pifanio ! 

lack. O hixppY Leonatus, I may fay; ■ 

The credit,, that thy Lady hath of thee, - 

Deferves thy truft, and thy moft perfed goadriefs 
Her affur'd credit ! bleffed live you long, 
A Lady to the worihieft Sir, that ever* 
Couniry c^HVi his f' and you his mlftrefs, only 
For the moil woithieft fit I Give me yout pardon. 
I have fpoke this, to know* if. your affiance : 

Were 
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Were deeply rooted ; and fhali make your Lord, 

That which he is, new o'er : and he is one 

The trueft-mannet'd, fuch a holy witch, 

That he enchants focieties into him: 

Half all tnen's hearts are his. 

Imo. You make amends. 

lack. He fits .'mong men^ like a d'efcended God:. 
He hath a kind honour fets him off, 
More than a mortal feeming.r 3e not angry,. 
Moft mighty Princefs, thji^ I have adventqrM 
To try yoMf ^king of a JFalfe report ; which hath 
Honoured with cqnfirmatioj;^ youi; great judgment, 
In the eledion of a Sir, fo rare. 
Which, you know, cannot err: The love I bear him. 
Made me to fan you thus ; but the Gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chafflefs. Pray, your pardon. 

Imo. AlFs well. Sir; take my pow'r i'th' court for 
, yours. . . . . , 

loch. Myhumble thanks ; I l?ad alflaoft forgot 
T inlreat your Grace but in a fmajll rcqueft. 
And yet of inpment too,, for it concerns 
Your Lord; myfelf, and other noble friends 
Are partners in the bufinefs. • ;' 

Jmd. Pray, what is' t? 

lack. Some dozen Rjomans of.us, .and your Lord, 
(Beft feather of our wing,) havc| mingled fums 
To buy a prefc'nt for the Emperor : 
Which I, the failor for the reft, have done 
In France; 'tis plate of rare device, and jewels 
Of rich and exquifue form, their valuer great • ' 
And I am fomething curious, being ftrange. 
To have them in a fafe ftowage: may it pleafc you 
To take them in protcdion ? 

Imo, Willingly; 
And pawn' mine honour for their fafety. Since 
My Lord hath int'rcft in them, I will keqp^ them 
In my bedchamber. . ' 

lack. They are in a trunk. 

Attended 
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Attended by my men : I will make bold 
To fend them to you, only for this night ; 
I muft aboard to-morrow. 

Into, O no, no. 

lach. Yes, I befeech you : or I fliall (hort my word. 
By lengthening my return. From Gallia, 
I x)rofs'd the feas on purpofe, and on promiCe 
To fee your Grace. 

Jmo, I thank you for your pains ; 
But not away to-morrow ? 

lack, O, I muft. Madam. 
Therefore, I fhall befeech you, if you pleafe 
To greet your lord with writing, do't to-night. 
I have outftood my time, which is material * 

To th' tender of our prefent. 

Imo. I will write : 
Send your trunk to me, it Ikall fafe be kept. 
And truly yielded you : You're vfery welcome. 

[Exeunt, 

A C T 11. SCENE I. 

C Y M B E L I N E 5 Palace. 
Enter Gloten, and two Lords. 

C L O T E M. 

WAS there ever man had fuch luck ! when I 
kifs'd the Jack upon an up-caft, to be hit 
away.! I had an hundred pound on't; and then a 
whorefon jack-an-apes muft take meup forfwearing, 
as if I borrowed mine oaths of him, and might not 
fpcnd them at my pleafure. 

I Lord, What got he by that ? you ha^'e broke his 
pate with your bowl. 

s Lord. If his nil had been like him that broke it, 
it would have run all out, [Afide. 

Vol. VIIL P Clou 
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Clot, When a gentleman is difpos'd to fwear, it is 
not for any ftanders-by to curtail his oaths. Ha? 

2 Lord. No, my lord ; nox crop the ears of them. 

[Aftde. 

Goi. Whorefon dog ! I give him fatisfadion ? 
'would, he had been one of my rank. 

fi Lard, To have fmelt like a fool. [Afide, 

Clot. I am not vext more at any thing in the 
earth, — a pox on't! I had rather not befo noble as 
I am ; they dare not fight with me, becaufe of the 
Queen my mother; every Jack-flave hath his belly 
full of fighting, and I muft go up and down like a 
cock that no body can match. 

2 Lord, You are a cock, and a capon too: and 
you crow, cock, with your comb on. [Afide, 

Clot. Say'ft thou ? 

2 Lord, It is not fit your lord(hip fliould undertake 
every companion, that you give offence to. 

Clot. No, I know that ; but it is fit 1 fhould com- 
mit offence to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordfhip only. 

^ Clot. Why, fo I fay. 

1 Lord. Did you hear of a ftranger that's come to 
court to-night? 

Clot. A ftranger, and I not know on't ? 

2 Lord. He's a ftrange fellow himfelf, and knows 
it not. [4fi 

I Lord. There's zn Italian come, and, 'tis thouj 
one oi Leoiiatus's friends. =. 

dot, Lednaius! a baniUi'd rafcal: and he's another, j( 
whofoevcr he be. Who told you of this ftranger-? 

1 Lord. One of yourlordftiip's pages. 

Clot. Is it fit 1 went to look upon him ? is there 
no derogation in't ? 

2 Lord. You cannot derogate, niy lord. 
Clot. Not eafily, 1 think, 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted, therefore your 
iffues being foolifti do not derogate. [Afde.^ 

aot. 
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Clot. Come, Til go fee this Italian : what I have 
loft to-day at bowls, Fll wia to-night oC him. 
Come; go. 

. * Lord, I'll, attend yo»r lordfhip. [Exit Clot. 

That fuch a crafty devil as hia mother. 
Should yield the world this afs I — a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain; and this her fon 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart. 

And leave eighteen. Alas, Poor Princefs, 

Thou divine Imogen^ what thou endur'ft! 

Betwixt a father by thy fttp-dame govern'd^ 

A mother hourly coining plots.; a wdoer, . '.! .; • 

More hateful than the foul expulfion is • - 

Of thy dear hufband, than that horrid ad 
Of the divorce Hell-made. The heav'ns hold firm 
The walls of thy dear Honour; keep unfliak'd 
That Temple, thy fair Mind ; that thou may'll (land 
T' enjoy thy baniQi*d lord, and this gjreat land! 

[Exeunt, 

S G E N E II. 

Changes to a magnificent Bed-chamber ; in one part of 
it a large trunk. 

Imogen is difcovnd reading in her hed^ a Lady at* 
tending. 

Imo. \\T H O's there? my woman Helen? 

V V Lady. Plcafe you, Madam 

Imo. What hour is it ? 
Lady. Almoft midnight, Madam. 
Imo. I have read three hours then, mine eyes are 
weak, 

Fold down the leaf where I have left ; to bed 

Take not away the taper, leave' it bdrning : 
And if thau canit awake by four o* th'. clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me-r — fleep hath feized me wholly. 

[Exit Lady. 
P 2 To 
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To your protedion I commend me, Gods ; 
From Fairies, and the Tempters of the night. 
Guard me, 'befcech ye. [Sleeps, 

[lachimo rijesfrom the trunk, 
lack. The crickets iing, and man's o'er- laboured 
fenfe 
Repairs itfelf by reft : our Tarquin thus 
Did foftly prcfs the ruQies, ere he waken d 
The chaltjty he wounded. Cjtherea^ 
How bravely thou becom'il thy bed ! frefh lily. 
And whiter than the (heets i that I might touch. 
But kifs, one kifs — rubies unparagon'd. 
How dearly they do't! — 'tis her breathing, that 
Perfumes the chamber thus : the flame o'th' taper 
Bows tow'rd her, and would under-peep her lids, 
To fee th* inclofed light, now canopy'd 
Under thefe windows: white * with azure lac'd, 
The blue of heav'n's own tin£l-— But my defign's 
To note the chamber — I will write all down. 
Such, and fuch, pidures — there, the window, — fuch 

Th' adornment of her bed the arras, figures ■ 

Why, fuch, andfuch — and the contents o'lh' ftory — 

Ah, bu*t fome natVal notes about her body, 

Above ten thoufand meaner moveables. 

Would tcftify^ t*enrich my inventory. 

O Sleep, thou ape of Death, lie dull upon her! 

And be her fenfe but as a monument, 

Thus in a chapel lying ! — Come oiF, come oflF, — 

[taking off her bracelet. 

As flippVy, as the Gordian knot was hard. 

'Tis mine; and this will witnefs outwardly. 
As ftrongly as the confcience do's within. 
To ih* madding of her lord. On her left breaft 
A mole cinque fpotted, like the crimfon drops 

* r-u'kUe and azure <t lac^d 

With bite oj heaven's ovm iinH. ] Wc fliould read, 

whice with aiwe lacd. 

The bint of heavens oxim tM. Warb. 



CYMBE^LINE, 341 

I'lh' bbttora- of a cowfltp. Here's a voucher. 
Stronger than ever law could make: this fecret 
Will force him think, I've pick'd the lock ; and ta'en 
The treafurc of her honour. No more — to wbat end ? 
Why (hould 1 write this down, that's rivetted, 
Sciicw'd to ray mcro'ry? She hath been reading, late, 
The tale of Tereus; here the leaf's turn'd down. 

Where Fhilomel gave up- 1 have enough. — 

To th' trunk again, and (hut the fpring of it. 
Swift, fwift, you Dragons of the night I that dawning 
May bear the raven's eye : I lodge in fear, 
Though this aheav'nly angel, hell ishcve, [Clock Jtrikts. 
One, two, three: time, time I 

[Goes into the trunk.the Sane clofes^ 

SCENE III. 

Changes to another part of the Palace^ facing Imogen'i 
Aparttnents. 

Enter Cloten, and Lords, 

1 Lord.^XT OUR lordfhip is the moft patient man in 
X lofs, the coldeft that ever turn'd up ace. 

Clot, It would make any man cold to lofe. 

1 Lord, But not every man patient, after the noble 
temper of your lordQiip ; you arc moft hot, and fu- 
rious, when you win. 

C/(?^ Winning will put any man into courage r 
If I could get this foolifh Imogen, I (hould have gold 
enough : It's almoft morning, is't not ? 

I Lord. Day, my lord. 

Clot. I would, this mulic would come : I am ad- 
vis'd to give her mufic o'mornings ; they fay, it will- 
penetrate. 

Enter Mujicians. 

Come on, tune; if you can penetrate her with your 

fingering, fo; we'll try with tongue too; if none will 

P 3 ' do 
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do, let her remain : but Til never give o^cr. Firft, a 
very excellent good coocdted thiog ; after, a won- 
derful fweet air with admirable rich words to it, and 
then let ber confider. 

SONG. 

Hark, hark ! the lark at heav'ns gatejings. 

And Phcebus ^gins arife^ 
Hisjieeds to water at thofefprings 

On chaliwd flowers that lies: 
And winking Mary-Jwrfr begin 

To ope their golden eyes; 
With every thing that pretty bin^ 

My ladyfweet^ arife : 
Arife^ arife. 

So, get you gone if this penetrate, I will con- 
fider your innfi<: the better : if it do not, it 'is a vice 
in her ears, which hoffe-faairs^ and cats'-guts, nor 
the voice of unpav'd eunuch to boot, can never 
amend. [Exeunt Miificians, 

Enter Queen and Cymbeline. 

2 Lord. Here comes the King. 

€iot, I am glad J was iUp fo late, for that''s the 
reafoiz I was up fo early : he cannot Cjhufe but take 
this fervice I have done, fatheriy. ,GcK>d-inorrovv 
to your Majefiy, and to my graoious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door pf our flcrn 
daughter ? 
Will fhe not forth ? 

Clot. I have aflaird her with mufics, but (he 
vouchfafes no notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new; 
She hath not yet forgot him; fome more time 
Muft wear the print of hij remembrance out. 
And -then (lie's yours. 

Queen, 
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(lueen. You are moft bound to th' King, 
Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourfelf 
To orderly folicits ; and be friended 
With aptnefs of the feafon; make denials 
Encreafe your fervices ; fo fecm, as if 
You were infpir'd to do thofcdoties, which 
You tender to her: that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your difmiffion tends. 
And therein you are fenfclefs. 

Clot. Senfelefs ? not fo. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef. So like you, Sir, Ambaffadors from Rom^; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cjm. A worthy fellow. 
Albeit he comes on angry purpofc now ; 
But that's no fault of his : we muft receive him 
According to the honoar of his fender ; 
And towards himfclf, his goodnefs fore-fpent on us, 

We muft extend our notice : Our dear fon. 

When you have giv'n good morning to your miftrefs, 
Attend the Qjaeen and us; we fliall have need 
T' employ you towards this Roman. Come, our 
Queen. [Exeunt, 

S C E N E IV. 

Clot. T F fhe be up, I'll fpeak with her; if not, 

X Let her lie ftill, and dream. By your leave, 
oh I [Knocks. 

I know, her women are about her what 

If I do line one oF their hands ? 'tis gold, 

Which buys admittance, (oft it doth,) yea, makes 
Dianas rangers falfe themfelves, yield up 
Their deer 10 th' (land o' th' dealer : and 'tis gold. 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and faves the ^hief ; 
Nay, fometiracs, hangs both thief and true-man : what 
Can it not do, and undo ? I will make 

P 4 One 
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One of her M'omcn lawyer to xnc, for 
I yet not underfland the cafe myfelf. 
By your leave [Knocks. 

Enter a Lady^ 

Lady. Who's there, that knocks? 

Clot. A Gentleman* 

Lady. No more ? 

Clot. Yes, and a gentlewoman's fon. 

Lady. That's more 
Than Tome, whofe taylors are as dear as yoursv, 
Can juflly boaft of: what's your lordfhip's pleafure ? 

Clot. Your Jady's perfon; is Ihe ready ? 

Lady, Ay, to keep her chamber. [report. 

CJot. There is gold for you, (ell me your good 

Lady. How, my good name? or to report of yoa 
What I (hall think is good ? The Princeis 

EnUr Imogen. 

Got. Good-morrow, faireft: fifter^ your fweet hand. 

Imo. Good-morrow, Sir; you lay out too much 
pains 
For purchafing but trouble ; the thanks I give^ 
Is telling you that I am poor of thanks^ 
And fcarce can fpare them. 

Clot. Still, I fwear, I love you. 

Imo, If you but faid fo, 'twere as deep with me : 
If you fwcar fliil, your recompence is ftill . 
That I regard it not, ' . 

Clot. This is no anfwer. 

Imo, But that you Ihall not fay I yield, being filent, 
I would not fpeak. I pray you, fpare me — faith^ 
I fhall unfold equal difcourtefy 

To your beft kindnefs : * one of your great knowing 

Should 

♦ ■ one of your great knowing 

Should learn (being T?iU^htJ forbearance.^ But furc, whoever i^ 

fought', ncceffarily Learns. Learning is not the fit and reafonable 

Confequencc of being Taugkiy but 14 the Thing itfelf. Shake/pear with- 

itf. doubt wrote, ^..^pne 
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Should learn (being tort) forbearance. 

Clot, To leave you in your madnefs, 'twere my Gn j 
I will not, 

Imo. Fools cure not mad- folks. 

Clot. Do you call me fool ? 

Itno. As I am mad, I do : 
If youMl be patient. Til no more be mad ; 
That cures us both» I am much forry. Sir, , 
You put me to forget a lady's manners 
By being fo verbal : and learn now for all. 
That 1, who know ray heart, do here pronounce 
By th' very truth of it, I care not for you : 
And am fonear the lack of charity 
T' accufe myfelf, I hate you : which I had rather 
You felt, than make my boaft. 

Got,, You fin againil 
Obedience, which you owe your father ; for 
The contraj£t you pretend with that bafe wretch, 
(One, bred of alms, and fofter'd with cold dilhes. 
With fcraps o'th' court,) it is no contrail, none : 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 
(Yet who than he, more mean?) to knit their fouls- 
(On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary,) in felf-finger'd knot ; 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by 
The confequence o^th' crown ; and rauft not foil 
The precious note of it with a bafe (lave, 
A hilding for a livery, a fquire's cloth; 
A pantler ; not fo eminent, 

Imo. Prophane fellow ! 
Wert thou the fon oi Jupiter^ and no more 
But what thou art befides, thou wert too bafe 
To be his groom : thou wert dignify'd enough^ 
Ev'u to the point of Envy, if 'twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be ftil'd 



■ ont of your great knowing 
Should learn (being Ton) forbearance, 
7'ort, an old French Word, fignifying the being in the Wrong. 

P 5 The 
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The under-hanginan of bis realm ; and bated 
For being preferrM fo well. 

Cloi. The fouth-f'og rot him I 

Imo. He never can meet more mikbance, than 
come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneft garment. 
That ever had but dipt his body, 's dearer 
In my refpefl, than all tbc hairs above thee. 
Were they all made fuch men. Hoiv now, PifanioT 

Enter Pifanio* 

CloL His garment ? now, the devil 

Imo, To Dorothy, my woman, hie thee prefcntly. 

Clot, His garment? 

Imo. I am fprighted with a fool. - 
Frighted, and angred worfe — go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too cafually 
Hath left mine arm — it was thyjmafter's; 'Shrew me. 
If I would lofe it for a revenue 
Of any King in Europe. I do think, 
I faw't this morning ; confident I am, 
Laft night 'twas on my arm ; I kiffed it. 
I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That I kifs aught but him. 

Pif. Twill not be loft. 

Imo. Ihopefo; go, and fearch. 

Clot, You have abus'd roe 

His meaneft garment? 

Jmo. Ay, 1 faid fo, Sir; 
If you will make't an aftion, call wiinefs to't. 

Clot, I will inform your father. 

Imo, Your mother too ; 
She's my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope. 
But the worft of me. So I leave you. Sir, 
To th' worft of difcontcnt. [Exit. 

' Clot. Til be reveng d, . 

His meaneft garment? well. [Exit. 

SCENE 



C Y M B E L I N E. 347 

S C E N E V. 

Chasnges to Rome. 
Enter Pofthuinus, and Philario. 
P<5/i.T7'EAR it not. Sir; I would, I were fo fure 

J/ To win the King, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Thi. What means do yoa make to him? 

Fojl, Not any, but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the prefent winter's ftate, and wifh, 
That warmer days would come ; in thefe fear'd hopes, 
I barely gratify your love ; they failing, 
I muft die much your debtor. 

PAf. Your very goodtiefs, and your company, 
O'er-pays all I can do. By this, your King 
Hath heard of great Augujtns ; Caius Lucius 
Will do's commiflion throughly. And, I think, 
He'll grant the tribute; fend th' arrearages. 
E'er look upon our Romans, whofe remembrance 
Is yet frefh in their grief. 

Poji. I do believe, 
(Statift though I am none, nor like to be,) 
That this ihall prove a war; and youfliall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia^ fooner landed 
In our not fearing Britaine, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are men more ordered, than when Julius Cafar 
SmiTd at their lack of Ikill, but found their courage 
Worthy of frowning at. Their difdpline. 
Now mingled ^ith their courages, will make known 
To their approvers, they are people fuch 
As mend upon the world. ' 

SCENE VI. 

Enter lachimo. 

PA/^QEE, lachimo. 

O Poji. Sure, the fwift harts have potted you 
by land, P 6 And 
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And winds of all the corners kifsM your fails. 
To make your veffel nimble. 

Pojl. Welcome, Sir. 

Phil, 1 hope, the briefnefs of your anfwer made 
The fpeedincfs of your Return. 

lack. Your lady 
Is of the faireft I e'er looked upon. 

Pq/l. And, therewithal, the beft; or let her beauty 
Look through a cafement to allure falfe hearts, 
And be falfe wiih them. 

lack. Here are letters* for you. 

Pqft. Their tcnour good, I truft. 

lack, 'Tis very like 

PoJl. Was Caius Lucius in the Britaine Courty 
When you were there? 

lack. He was cxpefled then. 
But not approachM. 

Poft. All is well yet. 
Sparkles this ftone as it was wont, or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lack, IfTvcloftit, 
I {hould have loft th€ worth of it in gold ; 
ril make a journey twice as far, t' enjoy 
A fecond night of fuch fwcet fliortncfs, which 
Was mine in Britaine; for the ring is won. 

Poji. The ftone's too hard to come by.. 

lack. Not a y^hlt^ 
Your lady being fo eafy. 

Pojl. Make not. Sir, 
Your lofs your fport ; I hope, you know, that we 
Muft not continue friends. 

lack. Good Sir, we muft. 
If you keep covenant ; had I not brought 
The kno\\ledge of your miftrefs home, I grant. 
We were to qucftion farther ; but I now 
Profefs myfelf the winner of her honour. 
Together with your ring ; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded. but 

By 
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By both your wills. 

Fojl, If you can make't apparent 
That you have tafied her in bed ; my hand. 
And ring is yours. If not^ the foul opinion, 
You had of her pure honour, gains, or lofes 
Your fvvard or mine ; or mafterlefs leaves both 
To who ihali find them. 

lach. Sir, ray circumftances 
Being fo near the truth, as I will liiake them, 
Muft firft induce you to believe ; whofe flrength 
I will confirm with oaths, which, I doubt not, 
You*Il give me leave to fpare^ when you (hall find 
You need it not. 

Tojl. Proceed. 

lack, Firft, her bed-chamber • . 

(Where, I confefs, I flept not ; but profefs. 
Had That was well worth watching) it was hanged 
With tapeftry of filk and filver ; the ftory 
Proud Cleopatra, when fhe met her Roman, 
And Cydnus fwelFd above the banks, or for 

The prefs of boats, or pride : A piece of work 

So bravely done, fo rich, that it did ftrive 
In workmanfhip, and value ; which, I wondcr'd, 
Could be fo rarely and cxadly wrought. 
Since the true life on't was 

Pojl. This is true ; ' 
And this you might have heard of here, by me. 
Or by feme other. 

lack. More Particulars 
Muft juflify my knowledge. 

Pojl, So they muft. 
Or do your honour injury. 

lack. The chimney 
Is fouth the chamber; and the chimney-piece, 
Chafte Dian^ bathing : never faw I figures 
So likely to report themfelves ; the cutter 
Was as another nature, dumb ; out-went her. 
Motion and breath left out. 

Foft. 
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Toji, This is a thing, 
"Which you might from relation likcwife reap ; 
Being, as it is, much f poke of. 

lack. The roof o' th' chamber 
With golden cherubims is fretted : Th* andirons, 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of filvcr, each on one foot (landing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

Foji, Wliat's this t* her honour ? 
Let it be granted you have feen all this, 
Praife be to your remembrance, the d-efcription 
Of what is in her chamber nothing faves 
The wager you have laid. 

lach. Then, if you can [Pulling out the Bracelet, 

Be pale, I beg but leave to air this jewel ; fee! — 

And now 'tis up again; it muft be married 
To that your diamond. Til keep them. 

Pqft. Jove! 
Once more let me behold it : Is it That, 
Which I left with her ? 

lack. Sir, I ihank her. That : 
She ftrip'd it from her arm, I fee her yet, 
Her pretty adion did out- fell her gift. 
And yet enrich'd it toO; fhe gave it me, 
And ("aid, (he priz'd it once. 

Pojl, May be, (he pluck'd it off 
To fend it me. 

lack. She writes fo to you ? doth (be ? 

Poji. O, no, no, no; 'tis true. Here, take this 
too ; 
It is a bafiliflc unto mine eye. 
Kills me to look on't ; let there be no honour. 
Where there is beauty; truth, where femblance; love. 
Where there's another man. The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they're made, 
Than they are to their virtues, which is nothing; 
O, above meafure falfe .' 

Phi, Have patience. Sir, 

And 
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And take your ring again : 'tis not yet won ; 
It may be probable, (he loft it ; or, 
Who knows, one of her women, being corrupted. 
Hath ftoU'n it from her. 

Tojl. Very true. 
And fo, I hope, he came by't^ — back my ring;— 
Render to me fome corporal Ggn about her. 
More evident than xhis ; for this was ftole. 

lack. By Jupiter^ 1 had it from her arm. 
FoJL- Hark you, he fVvears; by Jupiter he fwears. 
'Tis true— *nay, keep the ring — 'tis true; I'm fure 
She could not lofe it ; her attendants are 
All honourable; they induc'd to fteal it ! 
And, by a ftranger ! — no, he hath enjoy'd her. 
The cognizance of her incontinency 
Is this; (he hath bought the name of Whore thus 

dearly ; 
There, take thy hire, and all the fiends of hell 
Divide thcrafelves between you ! 

Fhi, Sir, be patient ; 
This is not ftrong enough to be belicv'd. 
Of one perfuaded well of. 

Foji. Never talk on't ; - 
She haih been colted by him. 

lack. If you feek 
For further fatisfying, under her breaft, 
Worthy the preffing, lies a mole, right proud 
Of that moft delicate lodging. By my life, 
I kift it; and it gave me prefent hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This ftain upon her ? 

Poji, Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ftain, as big as hell can hold. 
Were there no more but it. 

lack. Will you hear more? 

Fojl, S[)are your arithmetic. 
Count not the Turns : once, and a million I 

lack. rU be fworn 
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Tojl, Nofwearing: 
If you will fwear you have not done't, you lie* 
And I will kill thee, if thou doft deny 
Thou'ft raade me cuckold, 

lach. ril deny nothing. 

Tojl. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal \ 
I will go there, and'do't i' th' Court, before 
Her father FU do foracthing [Exit. 

Phi. Quite befides 
The government of patience ! you have won; 
Let's follow him, and pervert the prefent wrath 
He hath againft himfelf. 

lack. With all my heart. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Re-enter Pofthumus. 
Pojl. T S there no way for men to be, but women 
X Mud be half-workers ? we are bafiards all ; 
And that mod venerable man, which I 
Did call py father, was I know not where, 
When I was (lampt. Some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit ; yet my mother feemM 
The Dian of that time ; fo doth my wife 
The non-pareil of this — Oh vengeance, vengeance ! 
Me of my lawful pleafure {he reftrain'd. 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance ; did it with 
A pudency fo rofy, the fweet view on't [her 

Might well have warm'd old Saturn — that I 'thought 
As chafte, as unfunn'd fnow. Oh, all the Devils I 

This yellow lachimo in an hour — was't not ? 

Or lefs : at firft ? perchance, he fpoke not, but 
Like a full-acorn'd Boar, a churning on, 
GryM oh I and mounted ; found no oppoGtion 
From what he look'd for fliould oppofe, and the 
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 
The woman's part in me — for there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but, 1 aflarm, 

It 
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It is the woman's part ; be't lying; note it, 

The woman's ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers; . 

Luft, and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers ; 

Ambitibns, covetings, change of prides, difdain,^ 

Nice longings, flanders, mutabUity : 

All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knowa. 

Why, hers, in part, or all ; but rather all. — far even 

to vice 
They are not conftant, but are changing fiill ^ 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not half fo old as that. . Til write againfl; them, 

Deleft them, curfle them yet 'tis greater ikill, 

In a true hate to pray, they have their Will ; 

The very Devils cannot plague them better. ExU, 



A C T III. SCENE I. 

Cymbeline'i Palace. 

Enter in State, Cymbelinc, Queen^ Cloteh, and Lords 
\ at one door; and at another, Gaius Lucius and atten- 
dants. 

Cymbeline- 

No W fay, what would Auguftus Cafar with us ? 
Luc, When yulius Caefar^ (whofe remembrance 
yet 
Lives in men's eyes, and will to ears and tongues 
Be theme, and hearing ever) was in this Britaine, 
And conquered it, CaJJibelan^ thine uncle, 
(Famous in Cafar's praifes, no whit lefs 
Than in his feats deferving it) for him. 
And his fucceflion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yearly three thoufand pounds; which by thee lately 
Is left untender'd. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvail,. 
Shall be fo ever. 

Clot. There be many Cafars^ 

Ere 
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Ere fuch another Julius : Briiaine is 

A world by't fclf; and we will nothing pay 

For wearing our own nofcs. 

Queen. That opportunity. 
Which then they had to take frotn's, to refumc 
We have again. Remember, Sir, my liege. 
The Kings your anccflors : together with 
The natural BravVy of our Ifle ; which (lands, 
As Neptune's Park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unsaleable, and roarfng waters; 
With Sands, that will not bear your enemies' boats, 
But fuck them up to th* top-maft. A kind of Gonqueft 
Cafar made here, but made not here his brag 
Of, came, ^ndfaw^ and overcame. With fhame, 
(The firft, that ever touch'd him) he was carried 
From off our coaft, twice beaten; and his fhipping, 
(Poor ign-orant baubles) on our terrible feas. 
Tike egg-fliells mov'd upon their Turges, cracVd 
As eafily 'gainft our rocks. For joy whereof. 
The fam'd Cajfibelan^ who was once at point 
(Oh, giglet fortune !) to matter Cajars fword. 
Mad LutTs town with rejoicing fires bright. 
And Britons ftrut with courage. 

Clot. Gome, there's no more Tribute to be paid. 
Our Kingdom is ftronger than it was at that time.; 
and, as I fa»id, there is no more fuch Cafars ; o^er 
of them may have crook'd nofes, but, to own fuch 
ftrait arms/ none. 

Cftn, Son, let your mother end. 

Clot. We have yet many among us can gripe as 
hard as Cajfibelan; I do not fay, I am one; but I 
have a hand. — Why, Tribute ? Why Qiould we pay 
Tribute? if Cafar can hide the Sun from us with a 
blanket, or put the Moon in his pocket, we will pay 
him Tribute for light; elf e, Sir, no more Tribute, 
pray you now. 

Cym. You muft know, 
'Till the injurious Roman did extort 

This 
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This tribute from us. We were free. Cafars ambition, 
"Which fwcird fo much, that it did almoft flretch 
Th-c fides o'th' world, againft all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon's; which to fliake off, 
Becomes a warlike people (which we reckon 
Ourfelves to be) to do. Say then to Ccefar^ 
Our anceftor was that Mulmutius, who 
Ordain'd our Law^s, wh6fe ufe the fword of Cajar 
Hath too much mangled; whofe repair and franchife 
Shall, by the power we hold , be- our good deed. 
Though Rome be therefore angry : That Mulmutius, 
Who was the firft of BrUaine. which did put 
His brows within a golden Grown, and calFd 
Himfelf a King, 

Luc, I'm forry, Cymbeline^ 
That I am to pronounce Augnjlus Cafar 
(Cafar, that hath .more Kings his fervants, tha'li 
ThyfeJif domeftic o-ffi-cers) thine 'Cnemy. 
Receive it from me uhen. — -War and ConfuGofi 
In £i^ar's name pranounre I 'gainft fhec : look 
For Fury, not to be yefiftcd. Thn$ dcfyM, 
I thajik thee for myfelf 

Cym. ThouV.t welowne. Cuius; 
Thy Ceejar 'knighted me ; my youth I fpent 
Much under him: of him I gathered honour, 
Which he to feek of nie again perfarce. 
Behooves ;mc fkeep at ut^^rance. I am ^erfeA, 
That the Fannoriians and Dalmatians^ for 
Their Liberties, are now i'n arm : a Precedent 
Which, not to read, wouki fliew t\ie Britons cold: 
So Catfar fliall not find them. 

Luc, Let proof fpeak. 

CAot. His Majefty bids you welcome. Make paf- 
time with us a day or two, or. lang'Cr: If you feek 
us afterwards on other terms, you .(hall &nd us in 
our falt-water girdle^ if you beat us owit of it, it is 
yours : if you fail in the adventure, our crows fliall 
fare the better for you ; and there's an end. 

Luc, 
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Luc, So, Sir. ■ 

Cym. I know your mafier's pleafure, and be miner 
All the Remain is. Welcome. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Enter Pifanio, reading a Letter. 

Py,T T O W ? of adultery ? wherefore write you nor, 
XjL What monfters have accus'd her? Lconatust 
Oh mafler, what a Arange infedion 
Is falln into thy ear ? what falfe Italian^ 
(As pois'nous-tongu'd, as handed) hatb prevail'd 
On thy too ready Hearing .' Difloyal? no, 
She's punifh'd for her truth ; and undergoes 
More goddefs-like, than wife-like, fuch affaults 
As would take in foroe virtue. Oh, my mafler 4 
Thy mind to her's is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes. How ? that I fliould murder her ? 
Upon the love and truth and vows, which I 
Have made to thy Command ! — I, her ! — her blood I 
If it be fo to do good feivice, never 

Let me be counted ferviceable. How look I, 

That I fhould feem to lack humanity. 

So much as this fad comes to ? Do't the letter^ - 

[Reading, 
That I havejent her^ by her own command 

Shall give thee opportunity, Damn'd paper ! 

Black as the ink that's on thee : fenfelefs bauble ! 
Art thou a foedarie for this ad, and look'ft 
So virgin-like without? Lo, here ihe comes. 

Enter Imogen. 

Tm ignorant in what I am commanded. 

Imo, How now, Pifanio f 

Pif. Madam, here is a letter from my lord. 

Imo, Who I thy lord ? that is my lord Leonatus ^ 
Oh, learned, indeed, were that aflrologer. 
That knew the ftars, as I his charaders : 

HeM 
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He'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 

Let what is here contained relifh of love. 

Of my lord's health, of his content; yet not. 

That we two are afunder ; let that grieve him ! 
Some griefs are medicinable ; that is one of them, 

For it doth phyfic love ; of his content, 

^ All but in that, — Good wax, thy leave, — Bleft be 
You bees, that make thefe locks of counfel ! Lovers^ 
And men in dang'rous bonds, pray not alike. 
Though forfeitures you caft in prifon, yet 
You clafp yauBg Cupid's tables : good news, Gods ! 

[Reading, 

JUSTICE, and yaur father s wrath, Jhould he take 
me in his Dominions^ could not be Jo a uel to me ; hut 
you, oh the dearejl of creatures, would even renew me with 
jjut eyes. Take notice, thai 1 am in Odimhr idi, ^/ Mil- 
iord-Havcn : what your oxvn love zoiil, out of this, advifg 
you, follow. So, h€ wi/hes you all happinefs, that remains 
loyal to his vow, and your increafmg in love ; 

Leonatus Pofthumus, 

Oh, for a horfe with wings i hear'ft thou, Ptfanio? 

He is at Milford- Haven: read and tell me 

How far 'tis thither. If on^ of mean affairs 

May plod it in a week, why may not I 

Glide iliither in a day ? then, true Pifanio, 

Who long'ft like oie to fee thy lord ; who long'ft, 

(Ob, let mc *bate) but not like me ; yet long'ft— — 

But in a fainter kind oh, not like me ; 

For mine's beyond, beyond-— Say, and fpeak thick ; 
Love's counfcllor (hould fill the bores of Hearing 

To th' fmoth'ring of the Senfe How far it is 

To this fame blefled Milford : and, by th' way. 
Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as 
T' inherit fuch a haven. But, firft of all. 
How may we fteal from hence ? and for the gap 
That we (hall wake in time, from our hence going 
Till our return, t'excufc — but firft, how get hence ? 

Why 
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Why (hould excofe be born^ or ere begot ? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr ythcc, fpeak, 
How many fcore of miles may we well ride 
*Twixt hour and hour? 

Vif, One fcore 'twixt fun and fun. 
Madam, ^s enough for you : and too much too; ' 

Into, Why, one that rode to's execution, man. 
Could never go fo flow : IVe heard of riding wafers. 
Where horfes have been nimbler than thefands 
That ran i' th' clock's behalf. But thisr is! fooFry* 
Go, bid my woman feign a (icknefl ; fay\, ' ^ ti 
She'll home t' her father : and provide me, prefent, 
A riding fuit •, no caftlier than, w^uicl £Cr, . ' 
A Franklins boufewife. 

Pif. Madam, you'd bed conGder. 

Ime* ^ I fee before me, man : nor here, nor here. 
Nor what enfues, that have a fog in them. 
That I cannot look thro\ Away, I pr'ythec. 
Do as I bid thee ; there's no more to fay ; 
Acceffible is none but Milford way. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Changes to a Foreft with a Cave, in Wales. 

Enter Bcl^nvLSy Guiderius, an^ Arviragus." 

Bel. k Goodly day ! not to ke^p boufe, with fueh 
. XjL Whafe roof's as Iqw as ours ; .-fee, boys I 
this gate 
Inftrufis you how t'adore theheav'ns; and bows you 
To morning's holy office. Gates of monarchs 

♦ J feg before me, man: nor here nor there y 
Nor what en/ves, but have aJo§^ in (hem., 

That I cannot look thro\ ] Shakejptar fays fli< can fee before 

her, yet on which Side foever fhc looks, there is a Fog which (he 
cannot fee thro'.. This Nonfcnfc is occafioned by the corrupt read- 
ing of, But have a Jo:^, for, That haive a fog; and then all is 
plain; I lee before me, (fays fhc) for there is no Fog on any Side 
of me which I cannot fee thro'. War^. 

Are 
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Are arch'd fo high, that Giants may jet through 
And keep their impious Turbands on, without 
Good-morrow to the Sun. Hail, thou fair heav'n !^ 
We houfe i'th' rock, yet ufe thee not fo hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Guid, Hail, heaven ! 

Arv, Hail, heav'n ! 

Bel. Now for our mountain fport, up to yond hill. 
Your legs are young : TU tread ihefe flats. Conlider, 
When you, above, perceive me like a crow. 
That it is plffce which leflens and fets oflF; 
And you may then revolve what tales I told you, 
Of Courts, of Princes, of the tricks in war ; 
That fervicc is not fervicc, fo being done. 
But being fo allowed. To apprehend thus. 
Draws us a profit from all things we fee : 
And often, to our comfort, fliall we find 
The fharded beetle in a fafer hold, 
Than is the full-wing*d eagle. Oh, this life 
Is nobler than attending for a check ; 
Richer, than doing nothing for A bauble ; 
Prouder, than ruftling in unpaid for filk : 
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine. 
Yet keeps his book uncrofs'd ; no life to ours. 

Guid. Out of your proof you fpeak ; we, poor, 
unfledg'd. 
Have never wing'd from view o' th' neft ; nor know. 
What air's from home. Haply, this life is bcft. 
If quiet life is bed ; fweeter to you. 
That have a fliarper known : well correfponding 
With your fliflPage ; but unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling a-bed ; 
A prifon, for a debtor that not dares 
To ftride a limit. 

Arv, Whai fliould we fpeak of. 
When we are old as you Y when we fhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December ?-how. 
In this our pinching Cave, (hall we difcourfe 

The 
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The freezing hours away ? We have fccn nothicg; ! 

We're bcaftly ; fubtle as the fox for prey, 

Like warlike as the wolf,* for what we eat : 

Our valour is to chafe what flies ; our cage < 

We make a choir, as doth the prifon'd bird. 

And fin g our bondage freely. 

BeL How you fpeak ! 
Did you but know the city's ufurics, * ' 

And felt them knowingly ; the art o'th' Court, 
As hard to leave, as keep ; whofe top to climb. 
Is certain falling; or fo flipp'ry, that 
The fear 's as bad as falling ; the toil of war ; 
A pain, that only feems to feek out danger 
T th' name of fame and honour; which dies i' th' 

fearch, 1 

And hath as oft a fland'rous epitaph* 
As record of fair a& ; nay, many time, 1 

Doth ill deferve, by doing well : what's worfe, -j 

Muft curtTy at the cenfurc : — Oh, boys, this ftory jl 

The world may read in me : my body's mark'd 
With Roman f words ; and my Report was once j 

Firft with the beft of note. Cymbeline lov'd me ; \ 

And when a foldier was the theme, my name I 

Was not far off: then was I as a tree, { 

Whofe boughs did bend with fruit. But, in one I 

night, 
A ftorm, or robbeiy, call it what you will. 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves ; 
And left me bare to weather. 

Guid. Uncertain favour ! ! 

BeL My fault being nothing, as I bavetold you oft, ' 
But that two villains (whofe falfe oaths prevail'd ' 

Before my perfed honour) fwore to Cymbeline^ 
I was confed'rate with the Romans : fo, 
Follow'd my baniflmient ; ,and, ihefe twenty years, 
This rock and thefe demeafnes have been my world; 
Where 1 have liv'd at honeft freedom ; pay'd 
Alore pious debts to heaven, than in all 

The 
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The fovc-end of my time. — But, up to tb' mountains! 

This is not hunters' language ; he, that flrikcs 

The venifon firft, (hall be the lord o' th' feaft ; 

To him the other two (hall minifter, 

And we will fear no poifon, which attends 

In place of greater State : 

ril meetyou.in the valleys. [Exeunt Guid. and Arvir, 

How hard it is td hide the fparks of nature ! 
Thefe boys know little, they are Sons to th' King; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams, that they are alive,. 
They think, they're mine, * tho' trained up thus 

meanly. 
r th' Cave, wherein they bow, thieir thoughts do hit 
The roof of Palaces ; and nature prompts them, 
In fimple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Paladour, 
(The heir of Cymbeline and Britaine^ whom 
The King his father call'd Guiderius^ Jove .*-^ 
When on my three-foot-flool 1 fit, and tell 
The warlike feats I've done, his fpirits fly out 
Into my ftory : fay, '* thus mine enemy fell, 
And thus I fet my foot on's neck" — even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he fweats. 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himfelf in'pofturc 
That a£ls my words — ^The younger brother Cadwall^ 
(Once Arviragus^) in as like a figure 
Strikes life into my fpeech, and fhews much more 
His own conceiving. Hark, the game is rouzM — 
Oh Cymbeline I heav'n and my confcience know. 
Thou didft unjuftly banilh me: whereon, 
At three and two years old, I ftole thefe babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of fucceflion, as 
Thou re ft' ft me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Mt tho traiiud up Miq mtanly, 

r th* Cave there on the brow, ]The old Editions read, 

■ r tfC Cavcy whereon the bow ; which tho' very corrupt, will direft ui 
p tiic true Reading, which when rfghtly pointed, is thus, 

■4ho' trained up thus meanly, 

r tK Cave wherein they bow. Warb 

Vol. VIII. Q, Thou 
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Thou waft their nurfe ; they take thee fcjr their motherj, 
And every day do honour to ihy Grave ; 
Myklf Belarius^ that am,Af^r^<2« cail'd. 
They take for natural father. The game's up. 

[ExU. 

S C E N E IV. 

Enttr Ptfanio, and^ Imogen. 

Imo. np* H O U told'ft me, when we came from horfp, 

JL the place 

Was near at hand. Ne*er longM my mother fo 

To fee me firft, as I have now -Pifahio^ 

Where is Pofthumus ? What is i'n ihy niind. 

That makes thee ftare thus ? wherefore breaks that 

figh 

From th' inward of thee ? one, but pairiled thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perplek'd 
Beyond fclf-cxplication. Put ihyfelf 
Into a 'haviour of lefs ffiar, eire wildnefs 

Vanquifti my ftaider fenfes what's the matter? 

Why tender"ft thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender ? if't be fummer news. 
Smile to't before; if winterly, thou need'ft 
But keep that countenance ftill. My hufband's hand ? 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-craftied him. 
And he*s at fome hard point. Speak man; thy tongue 
May take oflFfome extremity, which to read 
Would be e'en mortal to me. 

Pif. Pleafe you, read ; 
And you (hall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The moft difdain'd of fortune. 

Imogen reads. 

nr*HX mijlrejs, Pifanio, hath play d thejlrumpet in my 

-*■ bed : the iefiimonies whereof He bleeding in me, I 

/peak not out ofweakfurmifes^ but from proof as Jirong as 

my grief ani as artiln as I expek my revenge. That 

part 
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part thou^ Pi fanio, mujt a& ;for: me. If thy faith be not 
tainted with the bnath of hers., let thine hands take away 
Iter life : Ifhall ^tve thee opportunity at Milford-Haven. 
She hath my letter for the purpofe ; where, if thou fear to . 
firike^ and to make me certain it is done, thou art. the Pan- 
der to her difhoncur^ and equally to me difloyaL 

Pif. What (kdil I njped^to .draw my fword ? fhe 
paper 
Hath cut her throat already: — No, 'tis Qander; 
Whole, edge- is (harper than the fword* whofe tongue 
Out-venoms ail the worms of Nile; vvhofe br^^th 
Rideis on the pofting >yinds, a»d doth belie 
All coi;acrs .of the world. Kin^ Q)ieeris, a,nd fi$i(es, 
Maids, matronsvoayvtbe Jecrets of tbe Grave 
This viperous (lander caters. .Whs^t ch^er, Ma^am ? 

Imo, Falfe to his bed ! what is it to be falfe ? 
To lie in .watch there, aed to think on. him ? 
To weep 'twixt clock and clock? if fl^ep .cljatgc 

nature. 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, ;. 
And cry myfelf awake ? that falfe J:q*s bed ! 
Pif. Alas, good lady I . 

Imo. I falfe ? thy confcience witnefs, lachinko^-*--^ 
Thou didft accufe him.of incontinency, 
Thpu then look' fl; like a villain : now, methinkSy 
Thy favour's good enough. Some Jay of Italy 
{* Whofe meqtber wjis her painting) hath betray'd 

him : 
Poor I am (lale, a garment out of falhion ; 
And, for Fm richer than to hang by th' walls, 
I muft be ript : to pieces with me : oh. 

Men's vows are women's traitors. All good 

Seeming 
By thy revolt, oh hulband, (hall be thought 
Put on for yi 11 any : not born, wherc't grows; 
But worn, a bait for ladies. 

* Whjf raother was her painting ] the true Word is MegiUr, a 

North Country Woxd, fignifyiDg Beauty. Warb. 
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K/1 Madam, herctnc — — 

Into. True honed men being heard^ like falfe 
jEneas, 
Were in his lime thought £alfc : and Sinon^s Weeping 
Did fcandal many a holy tear ; took pity 
From mod true wrctchednefs. So thou, Pqftkumus, 
Wilt lay the leven to all proper men ; 
Goodly, and gallant, (hall be falfe and perjurM, 
From thy great fail. Come, fellow, be thou honeft, 
Do thou thy mafler's bidding : when thou fecfl him, 
A little witnefs my obedience. Look ! 
I draw the fword myfelf, take it, and hit 
The innocent manfion of my love, my heart; 
Fear not, 'tis empty of all things, but grief ; 
Thy mafter is not there ; who was, indeed, I 

The riches of it. Do his Bidding, flrike ; | 

Thou may'ft be valiant in a better caufe, | 

. But now thou feem'ft a coward. ] 

Pif. Hence, vile inftrument! " 

Thou {halt not damn my hanjd* 

JmOi Why, I muft die ; j 

And, if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No fervant of thy mafter's. 'Gainftfelf-flaughter , 
There is a prohibition fo divine. 
That cravens my weak hand : come, here's my 

hearti 

(Soirjething*'s aforc't) — foft, foft, we'll no defence; 

I Opening her l/reaj. 

Obedient as the fcabbard ! What is here ? 

The Scriptures of the loyal Leonaivs 
All turn'd to Herefy ? away, away, 

[Fiilling his letters out of her hofom. 
Corrupters of my faith ! you fliall no more 
Be ftomachers to my heart: thus may poor fools 
Believe falfe teachers : tho' thofe, that are betrayed, 
Do feel the treafon fliarply, yet the traitor 
. Stands in worfe cafe of woe. And thou, Pojthumus, 
That fel my difobedience 'gainftthe King, 

And 
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And mad'ft me put into conteispt the fuits 
Of princely fellows, ihalt hereafter find. 
It is no aa of common paflage, but 
^ flrain of rarenefs : and I grieve myfelf, ;, 

To think, when thou (halt be dif-edgM by her . • 
Whom now thou tir'ft on, how thy memory 

AVill then be pang'd by me. Pr'y thee, difpatch ; 

The lamb entreats the butcher. Where's thy knife ? 
Thou art too flow to do thy maftefs bidding. 
When I defirc it too. 

Pif. O gracious lady ! . 
Since I received command to do this bufinefs, 
I have not flept ofie.wink* 

Jmo. Do't, and to bed then. 

Pif, I'll break mine eye-balls firR. 

Imo, Ah, wherefore then 
Didft undertake it ? why hafi thou abus'd 
So many miles, wij:h a pretence? this place ? 
Mine adion? and thine own? our horfes' labour? 
The time inviting thee? the perturb'd Court, 
For my being abf^tft? wheireujito I never 
Purpofe Return. Why haft thou gone fo far. 
To be unbent, when thou haft ta'en thy ftand, 
Th' elefled deer before thee? 

Pif. But to win time 
To lofe fo bad employment, in the which 
I hav« confider'd of a courfe ; good lady^ 
Hear me with patience. 

Into, Talk thy tongue weary, fpeak, 
Fve heard, I am a ftrumpet; and mine ear 
(Therein falfe ftruck) can take no greater wound^ 
Nor tent to bottom That. But, fpeak. 

Pif. Then, Madam, 
I thought, you would not back again, 

Imo. Moft like, 
Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pif. Not fo neither; 
But if t were as wife as honeft, then 

0,3 My 
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My ptxtpok wourd prove Wt\l ; irdaonor bei 
But that xny roafter is slbuVd ; fome viitain. 
And (ingular in hid' art, hath done ^ou both 
This curfed injury. 

Imo. Sottie Roman Conrtez^n 

Pif, No, on my life. ' , 

I'll give him notice yon aredeatd, and feitdhim 
Some bloody fign of it : for 'fi^ comfcn^ndcd, 
I ihould do' fo. You Itekll b« sttih'd Tit Cdtrrt; 
And that will well confirm it, 

Imo, Why, good fellow. 
What (ball rdd'tbc while?* whet^ 'bid#*? hovr live ? 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my hufband ? . . . - . 

?if, Ifyou*n backto th'tJoutt— -^ " ' \ \, 

Imo. No Courtj no Fathi!r ; riornb ntord'&dJo^ ' 
With that harffi; nfif'bic; fimpfc, NotlJing, CUm^t ' 

That C/o/i?rt, whoffe teVe-firit b?th feetti to i»e 
As fetfrful^as 2 fifege. 

P//; If not' at 'Court; ' • ■ 

Then not in Bfitairie niUft' yon 'bide. 

Imo, Whe^ethcn? * 
Hath Bfitaine all th« Sun thki llifines ? Da3^ niglfi; 
Are they not but in Britaim? Tth* wo r!d*s volume 
Our Briiaine feems as of it, but liot ih it ; 
In a great pool, a fwan's n^ft. Pr'ythc^, think. 
There's living out o£ Britaihe. 

Pif. Vm moft glad, 
You think of other placd: th' Ambaflador, 
Lucius the Rofnafi', comes to Miif&rd-Ha'Oen ' 
To-morrow. * Now, if you c mild wear a Mien * * 
Dark as your Fortune is, and but difguife 

» ' J^ow, if you. could xifear a min^X 
Dark as your fortuw is, — ] What had the Darhefi of h€f . 
Mind to do with the Concealment of Perfon, which is the only Thing 
here advifed ? On the Contrary, her ISiinU was to continue un* 
changed, in order to fupport her Change <rf Fortune, SitakeJ^ar 
wrote,— Abtf, if you. cculd wear a mien. Warh. 

That 
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I'hat, which, f appear itftlf, muft not yet be, ^ 
But by felf-danger; you fliould tread a courfe 
Pretty, and full of view; yea, haply, near 
The refidence ol Tojlhumus ; fo nigh, at leaft, 
That though his aftions.we^e not vifible', 
Report fliould render him Hourly to your ear, 
As truly as .he rnoves. ., ^ . , - . -r 1 

Imo. Ohj! for fuch means, ' ' , 
Though peril to my modefly, pot death. oh*i \ 
I would adventure. 

Fif, Well thcn^ hcre^s the point : 
You muft forget to be; a woman; change 
Command into obedience ; fear and nicenefs. 
(The handmaids of all wbmen^qr, ,rapr^ truly, 
Woman its pretty felf,) l/> "VYagglili (jouragev 
Ready iq, gybes, quick-anfwer'd^' faucy, 'and. 
As quarrellous as the weazel : nay, you muft 
Forget that rafeft Ircafure .of your cheek; 
ExpoCng it (but, oh, the harder Hap f 
Alack, no remedy) to the greedy touch 
Of common- kiffingTiV^in ;. and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made, great Juna angTy. 

Imo. Nay, be brief: 
I fee into thy end, and am alraoft 
A man already. 

FiJ, Firft, make yourfelf but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 
('Tis in my cloak-bag) doyblet, hat, hofe, all 
That anfwer to them. 'Would you in their ferving. 
And with whfit Imitation you can borrow 
From youth of fuch a feafon, 'fore nobl^ Lucius 
Prefcnt yourfelf, defire his fervice, tell him 
Wherein you're happy; (which will make him fo. 
If that his head have ear in mufic,) dpubtlefs,. 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he's honourable. 
And, doubling That, moft hply. Your means abroad 
You have me, rich ; and I will never fail 

0,4 Be, 
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Beginning, nor Xupply. 

Imo. Thou'rt all the comfort 
The Gods will diet me with. Pr^ythee, away. 
There's more to be conEder'd ; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us. This attempt 
I'm foldier to» and will abide it with 
A Prince's courage. Away, I pr'ythee. 

Pif. Well, Madam, we muft take a fliort farewel \ 
Left, being mifs'd, 1 be fufpefled of 
Your carriage from the Court. My noble Mifirefs, 
Here is a box ; I had it from the Queen, 
What's in't is precious : if you're fick at fea. 
Or fiomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away diftemper — To fome fhade. 
And fit you to your manhood ; may the Gods 
Dired you to the beft I. 

Imo. Amen : I thank thee. [Exeunt^ feverallf^ 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to the Palace of Cymbcline. ' 

Enter Cymbcline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords-'. ^ 
Cym. ^r^ H U S far, and fo farewel.' 

JL Luc. Thanks, royal Sir. 
My Emperor hath wrote; I muft from hence ; 
And am right forry, that I muft report ye 
My mafter's enemy. 

Cym. Our Subjefls, Sir, 
Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourfelf 
To fhew lefs Soverergnly than they, muft needs 
Appear un-kinglike. 

Luc, So, Sir : I defire of you 
A couduft over land, to Milford- Haven, ' 
Madam, all joy befal your Grace, and you ! | 

Cym. My lords, you arc appointed for that office ; 
The due of Honour in no point omit: 
So, farewel, noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my Lord. Ciol. 
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Clot. Receive it friendly; but from this lime forth 
I wear it as your enemy. 

Luc. Til event 
Is yet to name the winner. Fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my Lords, 
*Till he have croft the Sevirn. Happinefs ! 

[Exit Lucius, «Jr^. • 

Queen. He goes hence frowning; but it honours us. 
That we have giv'n him caufe. 

dot. 'Tis all the better ; 
Your valiant Britons have their wifhes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our chariots and our horfemen be in readinefs; 
The Powers, that he already hath in Gallia^ 
Will foon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britaine., 

Queen. 'Tis not fleepy bufinefs ; 
But mnft be look'd to fpcedily, and ftrongly. 

Cym. Our expedation, that it Ihould be thus. 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentle Queen, 
"Where is our Daughter ? She hath not appear'd 
Before the Roman^ nor to us bath tendered 
The duty of the day. She looks as like 
A thing more made of malice, than of duty; 
We've noted it. Call her before us, for 
We've been top light in fuffcrance. [Exit a Servant. 

Queen. Royal Sir, 
Since the exile of F^Aumw, moft retir'd 
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 
'Tis time muft do. 'Befeecb your Majelly, 
Forbear ftiarp fpeeches to her. She's a lady ■ 
So tender of rebukes, that words are ftrokes, 
And ftrokes death to her. 

Re-enter the Servant. - * 

Cym. Where is (he, Sir? how 
Can her contempt be anfwer'd? 

0,5 Serv. 
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Serv. Hcafe you, Sir, 
Her chambers are all lock'd, and there's no anfvrcr 
That will be given to thMoudeft noifc we make. 

Queen. My lord, when laft I went to vifit her. 
She pray'd me to excufe her keeping clofc ; 
Whereto conftrain'd by her infirmity, 
She Ihould that duty leave unpaid to you 
Which daily {he was bound to proflfer; this 
She wifliM me to make known; but our great court 
Made me to blame in mcm'ry, 

Cym, Her doors lock'd ? 
Not feen of late? grant beav'ns, That, which I fear. 
Prove falfc ? [Exit. 

Queen. Son, I fay, follow the King. 

Clot, That mati of hers, Pifanio, her old fcrvant, 
I have not feen thefe two days. [Exit. 

Queen. Go, look after 

Pifanio^ thou that fland'ft fo for Poftkumus ! 

He hath a drug of mine; I pray, his abfence 

Proceed by fwallowing That ; for he believes. 

It is a thing raoft precious. But for her. 

Where is ihe gone? haply, defpair hath feiz'd her; 

Or, wing'd with fervor of her love, fhe's flown 

To her delir'd Pojlhumus; gone (he is 

To death, or to diftionour; and my end 

Can make good ufe of either. She being dowD> 

I have the placing of the Brityh crown. 

Re-enter ,Cloten. 

How now, my fon ? 

Clot. ^Tis certain, flie is fled. 
Go in and cheer the King; he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the better; may 
This night fore-flail him of the coming day ! 

[Exit Queen. 
Clot. I love, and hate her; — for flic's fair and 
royal, 

*And 
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And that fhc h.ath all courtly parts more exquifite 
* Than lady Ladies; winning from each one 
The befl (he hath, and fhe of all compounded 
Out-fe!ls them all : I love her therefore ; — but, 
Difdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Pqfthumus^ (landers fo her judgment, 
That what's elfe rare, is chok'd ; and in that point 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 
To be reveng'd upon her. For when fools 
Shall 

S^ GENE VI. 

Entar Pifanio. 

Who is here ? what ! are you packing, firrah ? 
Come hither; ah ! you precious pander, villain; 
Where is thy lady? in a word* or elfe 
Thou'rt flraightway with the fiends. 

[Drawing his Sword. 

Tif. Oh, my good lord ! 

Clot. Where is thy lady ? or, by 'Jupiter^ 
I will not alk again. Ciofe villain, 
I'll have this fecret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is fiie with Pofihumus T 
From whofe fo many weights of bafenefs cannot 
A dram of vvorth be drawn. 

Pif. Alas, my lord. 
How can fhe be with him ? when was flie mifs'd ? 
He is in Rome, 

Clot, Where is fhe, Sir ? come nearer ; 
No farther halting ; falisfy me home, ^ 
What is become of her. 

* Than lady Ladies woman; /rom each one » ]This Line is Non« 

fcnfe. It piould be read and pointed thus, Than lady Ladies ; 

vf'inmng from each one]- — -The Scnfc of the Whole is this, I love 
herbecaufe fiie has, in a more exquifite Degree, all thofe courtly 
Parts that ennoble [Lady] Wom?n of C)uality [Ladies] xoinning from 
each of them the beft of their good Qualities, ifc* 

a 6 Pif. 
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Fif. Oh, all-worthy lord f 
Clot, All-worthy villain! 
Difcover where thy miftrefs is, at once. 
At the next word; no more oi worthy lord. 
Speak, or thy filetice on the inftant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Tif. Then, Sir, 
This paper is the hiftoi-y of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. 

Clot, Let's fee't; 1 will purfue her 
Ev'n to Augujlus^ throne. 

Pif, Orthis, or perifli. ) 

She's far enough; and what he learns by this, > Afide,. 
May prove his travel, not her danger. ) 

Clot, Hum ph. 
Pif, ril write to my lord,fhe's dead. Oh, ) 

Imogen^ > Afide* 

Safe may'ft thou wander, fafe return again ! ) 
Clot, Sirrah, is this letter true? 
Pif, Sir, as I think. 

Clot, It is Pojlhumus's hand, I know't. Sirrah, if 
thou would'fl not be a villain, but do me true fervice; 
undergo thofe employments, wherein I fliould have 
caufe to ufe thee, with a ferious indufiry ; that is, 
what villany foe'er I bid thee do, to perform it di- 
re<3Iy and truly, I w^ould think thee an honeft man; 
thou fhoilldft neiihcr want my means for thy relief, 
nor my voice for thy preferment. 
Pif Well, my good lord. 

Clot, Wilt thou ferve me? for fince patiently and 
conflantly thou haft ftuck to the bare fortune of that ' 
beggar Pojlhumus, thou canft not in the courfe of 
gratitude but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt 
thou ferve me? 
Pif Sir, I will. 

Clot, Give me thy hand, here's my purfe. Haft 
any of thy late matter's garments in thy pofleflion? 
Pif I have, my lord, at my lodging, the fame fuit 

he 
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he wore when he took leave of ray lady and mi f- 
trefs. 

Clot Thefirft fervice thou doft me, fetch that fuit 
hither; let it be thy firft fervice, go. 

Pif. I {hall, my lord. [Exit, 

Clot. Meet thee at Milford-Haven ? — (I forgot to 
afk him one thing, ril reraember't anon ;) even there, 
thou villain PoJihumus,\v ill I kill thee. I would, thcfe 
garments were come. She faid upon a time, (the 
bitternefs of it I now belch from ray heart,) that (he 
held the very garment of Pojlhumus in more refpeft 
than my noble and natural perfoh, together with 
the adornment of my qualities. With that fuit upon 
my back will I ravifti her; firft kill him, and in her 
eyes — (there fh^l fhe fee my valour, which will then 
be a torment to her contempt.) He on the ground^ 
ray fpecch of infultment ended on his dead body; — 
and when ruy luft hath dined, (which, as I fay, to 
vex her, I will execute in the clothes that flie fo 
prais'd) to the court .1*11 kick her back, foot her 
home again. She hath defpifed me rejoicingly, and 
ril be merry in my revenge. 

Enter Pifanio, with a fuit of clothes* 

Be thofe the garments ? 

Pif Ay, my noble Lord. 

Clot, How long is't Cnce fhe went to Milford- 
Haven f 

Pif She can fcarce be there yet. 

Clot, Bring this apparel to my chamber, that is the 
fecond thing that 1 have commanded thee. The third 
is, that thdu wilt be a voluntary Mute to my defign. 
Be but duteous, and true preferment fhall tender it- 
felf to thee. My revenge is now at Milford^ 'would 
I had wings to follow it! come and be true. [Exit, 

Pif Thou bidd'lt me to my lofs : for true to thee. 
Were to prove falfe, which I will never be, 

To 
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To him that is wpft true. Jo Milford go. 
And find not her, whom thou purfu'fl. Flow, flow, 
You hcav'nly Bleflings on ber .'this fooFs fpeed 
Be croft with flownefs; labour be his meed I [Exit. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to the Forejl and Cave. 
Enter Imogen, in boy's clothes, 
ImcY See, a man's life is a tedious one : 

Jl TveiirM myfelf; and for two nights together 
Have mr.de the ground my bed. I (hould be fick. 
But that my refolution helps me. Milford^ 
When from the mountain top Pifanio Ihew'd thee, 
ThoQ waft within a ken. — O Jove, I think. 
Foundations fly the wretched; fuch, I mean. 
Where they fiiould be relieved. Two beggars told me, 
I could not mifs my way. Will poor folks lie. 
That have affliflions on them, knowing 'tis 
A punifliment, or trial? yes ; no wonder. 
When rich ones fcarce tell true. To lapfe in fulnefs 
Is forer, than to lie for need ; and falfhood 
Is worfe in Kings, than Beggars. My dear lord ! 
Thou'rt one o' th' falfe ones ; now I think on thee. 
My hunger's gone; but ev'n before, I was 
At point to fink for food. But what is this ? 

[Seeing the C^ve. 

Here is a path to't 'tis fome favage hold ; 

'Twerc bcft, not call ; I dare not call ; yet famine. 

Ere it clean o'er-throw nature, makes it valiant. 

Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardnefs ever 

Of hardinefs is mother. Ho I who's her? ? 

If any thing that's civil, fpeak; if favage. 

Take 'or 't end — ho ! no anfwer ? then I'll enter. 

Bcft draw my fword ; and if mine enemy 

But fear the fword like me, he'll fcarccly look orit. 

Grant fuch a foe, good heav'ns ! 

[She goes into the Cave. 
Enter 
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EnUr Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus, 

BeL You, Paladour^ have prov'd beft woodman, and 
Are mafter of the feaft; Cadwall and I 
WHl play the cook, and fervant ; 'tis our match ; 
Tlie fweat of induftry would dry, and die. 
But for the end it works to. Come, our fiomachs 
Will make what's homely favoury ; wearinefs 
Can fnore upon the flint, when refty floth 
Finds the down pillow hard. Now peace be here. 
Poor houfe, that kecp'ft ihyfelf .' 

i Guid. Fm thoroughly weary. 

Arv. I'm weak with toil, yet ftroog in appetite. 

t Guid. There is cold mea.t i' th' cavc» we'll brouze 

on that, 
Whiia what, we've kill'd, be cook'd. 

i: ^ BiL Slay, come not in [Looking hu 

But that it eats our viduals, I fhould think. 
It were a Fairy. 

Guid. What's the matter. Sir ? 

1!; Bel. By Jupiier, an angel I or, if not. 

An earthly Paragon. Behold divinenef» 

i No elder than a boy. 

Enter Imogen. 

Imo, Good mafiers harm me not ; 
i; Before 1 entcr'd here, I call'd ; and thought 

T' have bcgg'd, or bought, what I have took: good 
^ troth, 

^ I have fioirn nought, nor would not, though I'd found 
>y. Gold ftrcw'd i' ih' floor. Here's money for my meat; 

I would have left it on the board, fo foon 

As I had made my meal ; and parted thence 
le:. With prayers for. the provider. 

Guid. Money, youth? 
^oi Arv. All gold and filver rather turn to dirt! 

As 'tis no better reckon'd, but ofthob 
,(fi Who worfliip dirty Gods. 
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Imo, I fee, youVe angry : 
Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ftiould 
Have dy'd, bad I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound ? 

Imo, To MilJord'Haven. 

Bel, What's your name ? 

Imo, Fidele, Sir •, I have a kinfman, who 
Is bound for Italy : he embark'd at Milford ; 
To whom being going, almoft fpent with hunger, 
Fm falfn in this offence. 

Bel, Pr'ythee, fair youth, 
Think us no churls, nor meafure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encountered .' 
Tis almoft night, you fhall have better cheer 
Ere you depart, and thanks to ftay and eat it. 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

. Guid.^ Were you a woman, youth, 
I Qiould woo hard, but be your groom in honefly ; 
I bid for you, as I do buy. 

Arv, ril raake't my comfort, 
He is a man : Til love him as my brother : 
And fuch a welcome as Vd give to him. 
After long abfence, fuch is yours. Moft welcome ! 
Be fprightly, for you fall 'mongft friends. 

Imo, 'Mongft friends, 
Ifbrothers;- Would it had been fo, that they ) 
Had been my father^s fons ! then had my price > Jfide. 
Been lefs, and fo more equal baiiancing ) 

To thee, Pqfthumus, 

Bel, He wrings at fome diftrefs. 

Guid, 'Would 1 could free't! 

Arv, Or I, whatever it be, 
What paip it coft, what danger, Gods ! 

BiL Hark, boys. [Whifpering. 

Imo, Great men, 
That had a court no bigger than this cave. 
That did attend themfelves, and had the virtue- 
Which their own confcience feal'd thera j laying by" 

That 
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That nothing-gift of dcfcring multitudes, 
Could not out-peer thefe twain — Pardon me, Gods ! 
I'd change my fcx to be companion with them. 
Since Leonatus is falfe. 

BeL It fhali be fo : 
Boys, we*ll go drefs out Hunt. Fair youth, come in; 
Difcourfc is heavy, fafiing; when we've fupp'd. 
We'll mannerly demand ihee of thy fiory. 
So far as thou wilt fpeak. 

Guid. Ipray, dr^w near. 

Arv. The night to th* owl, and morn to th' lark, 
lefs welcome ! 

Imo. Thanks, Sir. 

ArV' I pray, draw near.. [Ei^tunt^ 

SCENE vrii. 

Changes /(> R O M P. 
Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes. 

1 SfM.np'HIS is the tenor of the Emperor's Writy 
X That (ince the common men are now ia 
a£lion 
'Gain A the Pannonians and Dalmatians^ 
And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our war againft 
The fsWn-oS Britons; that we do incite 
The gentry to this bufinefs. He creates 
Lucius Prb-conful ; and to you, the tHbunes 
For this immediate levy, he commends 
His abfolute comraiffion. Long live Cafar! 

Tri, Is Lucius General 6f th^ Forces ? 

2 Sen, Ay. 

Tri. Remaining now iti 'G/?//fe ? 

I Sen, With thofe legion's * f- 
Which I have fpokc of, ^vhereuntd your Levy 
Muft be fuppliant. The words of your commifTion 

Will 
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Will tie you to tbe nuit^bers and the time 
Of their dirpatch. 

Iff. Wc will difchargc our dury'. [EpieunL 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The Forcjl'in Wales.'' ' * 

Enter Cloteti' altme. 

I Am near to th' place wh^re th^e^/ H^oulcl meet, if 
Pifanie have mapp d it truly. Hqw fit his. gar- 
nients ferve roe! why (houldbis xniflrc^fk, who was 
made by him that made the taylor, not be fit too ? the 
rather, (faving .reverence of the word.) becaAife, ^tis 
faid, a woman s fitnefs comes by fits^ /Rierein 1 mull, 
play the workmao; I dare fpeak it, to myfelf, (for it 
is not vain -glory for a man and his glafs to confer in 
his owr» Ghambei^;V I mean, the-iines af my body are 
as:iveU dfa,wn a& hi^; noJe/is young, more Erong^ not 
beneath hlix>infp|iun,e&^ beyond him iaihe advantage 
of the time, above him in birth, alikt^conyerfi^nt ia 
general fervices-and more reqxarkabLe in fingleoppo- 
fitions ; yet thi«. ill perfevexant thing loves hini ii^ 
my defpight. . Wha^ mortality is! Fjofihusnus^ thy- 
head, which is- t^% &9^}^% upon thy ihoulders, 
fliall within this hour be off, thy miftre fs enforc'dg 
thy garments cut to pieces before her face; and all 
this done, fpurn her home to her father, who may, 
happily, be a little aagfy for my fp rough ufage; but 
my mother, having pow^r 9 f his. teftinefs, l)iaH turn 
all into my commendations. My horf(?.is tyM up 
fafe: out, fword, and.to.a fore purpof9 I fortune put 
them into my hand; this is the very defcription of 
their ineeting. plape, and the fellow dares not deceive 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Changes to the Front cf the Cavei- 

Enter BeUriu^, Guideiius, Arviragus, and Imogen, 
from the Cave, 

Bel.yLTO U arc not well: remain her^ in the cave ; 
jL We'll come t' you after hunting. 

Arv. firother, ftay here.: [Zo Imogen. 

Are we not brothers ? 

Imo. 'So manr and man-fhould be ? 
But clay and clay differs in dignity, 
Whofe duft Ts borh alike. rnA very fick. 

(}uid. Go you to hunting. Til abide with him. 

'lmo\ So fick I am not, y;tt I arti not'w«U \ 
But not fo citizen' a w;^htonv as 
To feem to die, ere ficfc: fo. pleafe you, leave me ; 
Stick to yotui johisal Qourfe.;. the breach ofcufloia 
Is breach of all. Vm ill, but yourbQiogrbyrini; 
Cannot amend me. Sociciiy is np .co^rfoati 
To one nbr ioeiable'! Tm not v«ry Ikk^ 
Since I can reafon of it. Pray you truft tM here, 
ril rob none but myfelf; and let mo did, 
Stealing fo poorly. 

Guid. I love thee : 1 have fpoke it ; 
Ho%v'macti^ the qnatitity, the weight as mucb^ 
As I do love my father. 

Bd. What ? how ? how ? N 

Arv. If it be fin to fay fo, Sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : I know not why 
I love this youth, and I have heard you fay. 
Love reafon s without reafon. The bier at door. 
And a demaiid.vvbo is't fbaM die^ I'd fay. 
My father, not this youth. 

'Bel. O noble Brain ! 
O worthinefs of nature, breed of greatnefs ! 
Cowards father cowards, and bafc things (ire the bafer 

Nature 
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Nature halh meal and bran , contempt and grace. 

Tm not their father ; yet who this (hould be, i 

Doth miracle itfelf, lov'd before me I ! 

Tis the ninth hour o' th' mom. 

Arv. Brother, farewel. 

Imo. I wi(h ye fport. 

Arv. You health fo pleafe you, Sir. 

Imo. Thefe are kind creatures. Gods, what lies 
I've heard ! 
Oar courtiers fay, all's favage, but at court : 

Experience, oh, how thou difprov'ft report, 

Th' imperious feas breed monftcrs ; for the difli. 
Poor tributary rivets as fwect fifli; 

I am fick ftill,'heart-fick Fifanio, 

I'll now taftc of thy drug. [Drinks out ofthcphiaL 

Guid. 1 could not fiir him ; ^ 

He faid, he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Diihoneftly afflicted, but yet honeft. I 

Arv. Thus did he anfwer me ; yet faid, hereafter > 
I might know more. i 

-B«;. To th' field, to th' field : 
\Ve*ll leave you for this time : go in and reft. ; 

Arv. We'll not be long away. 

Bel. Pray, be nat fick. 
For you muft be our houfewife. < 

Imo. Well or iH, • : • . 

I am bound to you; [Exit Imogen, io^ At Cave. 

Bel. And (liall be ever. , 

This youth, howe'er, diftrdfs'd, appears to have had 
Good anceftors^ 

Arv. How angel-like he fings ! 

Guid, But his neat cookery \ 

Arv. He cut our roots in charaSers ; 
And fauc'd our broth, as l^uhc had been fick^. 
And he her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 
A fmiling with a.figh, as if the figh 
Was that it was, for not being 3Cuch a fmJle : 

The 
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The fmile mocking the figh, that it would fly 
From fo divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that failors rail at. 

Guid, 1 do note, 
That grief and patience, rooted in him both^ 
Mingle their fpurs together. 

Arv. Grow, Patience ! 
And let the (linking Elder, Grief, untwine 
His perifliing root, with the encreafing vine ! 

Bet'. It is great morning. Come, away : who's 
there? 

SCENE III. 

Enter Cloten. 

Clot,T Cannot find thofe runagates : that villain 
A Hath mock'd me. 1 am faint. 

Bel. Thofe runagates ! 
Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 'tis 
Cloten^ the fon o' th' Queen ; I fear foroe ambu_{h — 
I faw him not thefe many years, and yet 
I know, 'tia^he: we're held as Out-laws ; hence. 

Guid. He is but one ; you and my brother fear ch 
What companies are near : pray you, away : 
Let me alone with him. 

[Exetmt Belarius and Arvrragus. 

Clot. Soft ! what arc you, 
That fly me thus ? fome villain-mountaineer.—- — 
I've heard of fuch. What Uave art thou ? 

Guid. A thing 
More flavifli did I ne'er, than anfwering 
A Have without a knock. 

Clot. Thou art a robber, 
A law-breaker, a villain ; yield thee, thief. 

Guid. To whom? to thee? what art thou? have 
not I 
An arm as big as thipe? a heart as big ? 
Thy: words, I grant,, are bigger: for I w^ar not 

My 
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My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art. 
Why I Ihould yield to thee ? 

Clot. Thou villain bafc^ 
Know'ft mc not by my clothes ? 

Guid, No, nor thy taylor, rafcal, 
Who is thy grandfather; he made thofe clothes, 
Which, as it feems, make thee. 

Clot, Thou precious varlet I 
My tayloF made them not. 

Guid. Hence then, and thank 
The man that gave them thee. Thou art fome fool; 
Tm loth to beat thee. 

Clot, Thou injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble. 

Guid. What's thy name ? 

Got. Gaten, thou villain. 

Guid, Q(ft€n„ then, double villain, be thy jEiame, 
I cannot tremble at it ; were it toad, adder, fpider, 
"*Twould move mc fooner. 

Clot, To thy further fear, 
Nay, to thy mere confufion, thou flialt know 
I'm fon to th' Queen. 

Guid. Tm forry for't ; not feeming 
So worthy as thy birth* 

Clot. Art not afraid ? [wife : 

Guid. Tbofc that I rcv'rencc, thofe'I fear; the 
At fools I laugh, not fear tbena. 

Cht, Die the death I 

When I have flain thee with my proper hand, 
ril follow thofe that even now fled hence. 
And on the gates oiLud^s town .fet your heads; 
Yield, ruftic mountaineer. [Fig^t^ and £xeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Belarius and Arviragus. 
-B^/.*KTO company's abroad. 

xS Arv. None in the world; you ^Jid miflakc 
him, fure. Bd. 
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BeL I cannot tell : long is it fince I faw him. 
But tinnc hath nothing blurr'd thofe lines of favour 
Which ihen he wore ; the fnatches in his voice. 
And buift oFfpeaking, were as his : Tra abfalute, 
Twas very Cloten. 

Arv, In this, place we left them ; 
I wifh my brother make good time with him, 
•you fay he is fo fell. 

Bel, Being fcarce made up, 
I mean, to man, he had not apprehenfion 
Of roaring terrors •, for defcft of judgment 
Is oft the cure of fear. But'fee, thy brother. 

Enter Guiderius, with ClotcnV Head. 

Guid, This Cloten was a fool, iin empty purfe, 
There was* no- money in't ; not Hercules 
Could have knocked out his brains, for he had none: 
Yet I hot doing this, the fool hid borne 
My head, as I do his. 

BeL What haft thou done? 

Guid, Tm perfeft, what; cut off one C/o/^n*s head. 
Son to the Queen, after his own report ; 
Who caird me traitor, mountaineer, and fwore 
With his own fingle hand he'd take us in ; 
Difplace our heads, where, thanks to th' Gods, they^ 

grow. 
And fet them 9n Lud\ town. 

BeL We're all undone ! 

Guid, Why, worthy father, what have we to Ipfc, 
But what he fwore to take, our lives ? the law 
Protefts not us ? then why ftiouid we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of fleft threat us ? 
Play judge, and executioner, all himfclf? 
For we do fear the law. What company 
Difcover you abroad ? 

BeL No fingle foul. 
Can we fet eye ou; but, in all faie reafon, 

He 
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He muft have fome attendants. * Though his honour 

Was nothing but mutation, ay, and that 

From one bad thing to worfe ; yet not his frenzy, 

Not abfoluie madnels, could fo far have rav'd, 

To bring him here alone ; ahhough, perhaps, 

It may be heard at court, that fuch as we 

Cave here, haunt here, are Out-laws,^nd in time 

May make fome ftronger head : the \vhich he hearing, 

(As it is like him,) might break out, and fwear. 

He'd fetcb us in; yet is't not probable 

To come alone, nor he fo undertaking. 

Nor they fo fuffering ; then on good, ground we fear. 

If I do fear, this body hath a tail 

More perilous than the head. 

Arv. Let ordinance 
Come, as the Gods forefay it ; howfoe'er, 
JMy brother hath done well. 

Bel, I had no mind 
To hunt this day : the boy lidelcs Gcknefs 
Did make my way long forth, 

Guid. With his own fword 
Which he did wave againft my throat, Fvc ta'en 
His head from him : Til throw't into the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the fea. 
And tell the fifties, he's the Queen's fon, Cloten, 
That's all I reck. [Exit. 

BeL I fear, 'twill be revengM : 
-'Would, Taladour^ thou hadft not don't, though 

valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Aw, 'Would I had don't. 
So the revenge alone purfu'd me! Taladour^ 
I love thee brotherly, but envy much, 
Thou'ft robb-d me of this deed ; I would, revenges, 

•K- Though his honour 

Was nothing lut mutation^ ] Mr. Theobald, as ufual, not un, 

derftanding this, turns Honour to Humour. But the text is right 
and means- that the only Notion he hadof Honour, was the Fafhioni 
which was perpetually changing. Warb. 

That 
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That poflibleflrengthniight meet, would feqk us tfixo'. 
And put us to our anfwen 

Bel. Well, 'tis done : . , . ^ 

We'll hunt no more to-day, nor feek for danger 
Where there's no profit. Pr'ythee, to our rock, » 
You and Fidele play the cooks : Fil ftay 
'Till hafty Paladour return, and bring him 
To dinner prefently. ' ^ , 

Arv, Poor fick Fidele ! 
T\\ willingly to him : To gain his colour, 
* I'd let a maiifh of fttch Clotens bloods 
And praife myfelf for charity. ' ' [Exit, 

BeL O thou Goddefs, 
Thou divine Nature ! how thyfelf thou blazon'ft 
In thefe two princely boys ! they are as gentle. 
As Zephyrs blowing below the violet. 
Not wagging his fvveet head ; and yet as rough, 
(Their royal blood enchaf'd ) as the rud^ft wind, 
That by th£ top doth take, the mountain pine, 

And make him floop to th'.vale 'Tis wonderful. 

That an invifible inftinft fliould frame them 
To royalty unlearn'd, honour untaught, 
Civility not feen from other ; valour, 
That wildly grows in them ; but yields a crop 
As if it had been fow'd. Yet ftill it's ftrange 
What Clotens being here to us portends, 
Or what his death will bring us. 

Re-enter Guiderius, 

Guid, Where's my brother ? 
I have fent CloUns clot-pole down the ftream, 
In embaffy to his mother ; his body's hoftage 
For his return. [Solemn miific. 

BeL My ingenious inftrument ! 
Hark, Paladour ! it founds : but what occafion 
Hath Cadwall now to give it motion? hark ! 

t Td let a pariih ojjuch Clotens lloody] This Nonfenfc fhould be 
-correaed thus, fd let a marifli ojjucfi Clotens blood, Warb. 

Vol. VIII. R Guii . 
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Guid. Is he at home? . 

Bel, He went hence even now. 

Guid, What does he mean? Since death of my 
dear'ft Mother, 
It did not fpeak before. Ail folemn things 
Should anfwer folemn accidents. The matter! — 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 
Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys. 
Is Cadwall mad? 

s c E N E V. 

Enter Arviragus, with Imdgen dead, bearing Jiir in 
his arms. 

Bet, TOOK, here lie comes ! 

I ^ And brings the dire occafion, in his arms^ 
Of what we blame him for. 

Arv, The bird is dead. 
That we have made fo much on ! 1 had rather 
Have Ikipt from fixteen years of age to fixty; 
And turn'd my leaping time into a crutch. 
Than have fcen this. 

Guid, Oh fweeteft, faireft lily ! 
My brother wears thee not one half fo well. 
As when thou grew'ft tbyfelf. 

Bel. O melancholy ! 
Who ever yet could found thy bottom? find 
*^The ooze, to fliew what coaft thy fluggifli carrack 

Might eas'lieft harbour in ? thou blelTed thing ! 

jove knows, what man thou might'ft have made; but 
Thou dy'dlt, a moft rare boy, of melancholy ! [ah ! 
How found you him ? 

Arv. Stark, as you fee : 

*Tht oou^ tojhew what coaft Ihyjluggijh care 

Might eailiefi harbour in? "] But as plaufiUlc a« this at firft 

Sight may fcem, all thofc, who know any Thing of good writing, 
;will a-grcc, that our Author muft have wrote, 

tojhew what coaft the ftvggijh carrack, h'c. 

Car rack is a flow, heavy built Vcifcl of Burden. Warh, 

Thif 
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Thus fmiling, as fome fly had tickled {lumber ! 
Not as Death's dart being laugh'dat: his right check 
Repofing on a cufhion. 

Quid, Where ? 

Arv. O'th' floor: 
His arms thus leagu'd; I thought, he flept ; and put 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whofe rudeneis 
Anfwer'd my fteps too loud. 

Guid, Why, he but fleeps ; 
'If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ; 
With'fem^ale Fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
^ And worms will' not come near thee. 

Arv, With fa i reft flow'rs, 
'Whiift fummer lafts, and I live here, Tidile, 
.ni fwceten thy fad grave. Thouflaalt not lack 
The flow'r that's like thy face, ^zX^Frimrofe; nor 
The azur'd Hare-belly like thy veins, no, rtox 
The \Qdi^ oi Eglantine ; which not to flander, 
-Out-fweeten'd not thy breath. • The Raddock would. 
With charitable bill, (oh bill, fore-fhaming 
Thofe rich cleft heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a Monument !) bring thee all this; 
' Yea, and furr'd mofs befides, when flow' rs are none, 
- * To winter-gown thy coarfe.— 

Guid, Pr'ythee, have done; 
And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is fo ferious. Let us bury hi in, * • 

And not protrad with admiration what 
Is now due debt. To th' grave. 

Arv, Say, where Qiall's lay him ? 

Guid, By good Eufiphile^ our mothe'r. 

Arv. Be't f o : 
And let us, ^Paladour^ though now our voices 
Have got the mannilh crack, fing him to th' ground-; 

* To wintir-^wund ihy coarfe — ^Thc Epithet/urrV to mofs diredt 
,us plainly to auother Reading, 

To winter-^o\sxi Ihy CQurJe. 

J. e. the Summer Habit fhall be a light Gown olSlowers, ihy Winter 
iHabit a^ood \iAim Jurr'd Goiun oi' Mofs, 

R 3 - As. 
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As, once, oui- mother: ufe like note, and words. 
Save that EuriphiU mu(l bc'FideU, 

Guid. Cadwall, 
I cannot fing : Fll weep, and word it with thee; 
For notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfc 
Than Priefls and Fanes that lie. 

Arv, We'll fpeak it then. 

BeL Great griefs,! fee, med'crne the lefs. For Clotty 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queen's fon, boys. 
And though he came our enemy, remember. 
He haj paid for that: the mean and mighty, rottiog 
Together, have one duft;. yet Reverence, 
(That angel of the world,) doth make diftindion 
Of place 'twixt high and low. Our foe was princely. 
And though you took jiis life, as being our foe, 
Yet bury him as a Prince. 

Guid, .Pray, fetch him hither. 
Therjites' body is as good as Ajax^ 
When iieith^ are alive. 

Arv. If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll fay. our fong the whilft : Brother, begin. 

Guid, Nay, CadwalL we mull lay his head to th^ 
Eaft.; 
My father hath a reafon for't. 

Atv. 'Tis true. 

Guid,, Qome on then, and remove him, 

Arv. So, begin. , 

SONG. 

Guid. Fear no more the heat o' /A' Sun^ 

Nor the furious winter'' s rages ; 
Thou thy worldly tojk hajl done. 

Home art gone^ and iaen thy wages. 
... Qoldejt lads and girls all mujl^ 
; 4s chimney Jweep£rs^ come to dujt, . 
Arv. Fear no more the frown o'th' Greal^ 

Thou art pajl the tyrant' s Jlroke ; 
Care no more to clothe and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : Tltt 
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Thefcepter^ learning, phyfic, muji 
All follow this, and come to dufl. 
Guid. Fear no more the lightning-fiajh, 

Arv. Nor th" all-dreaded thunder-Jiane'^ 
Guid. Fear^nojlander^ cenfurerajh. . ** 

Arv. Thou haJlfiniJKdjoj and moan. 
Both. All lovers yourig,- all lovers muJl 

Confign to thee, and come to duji. 
Guid. No exorcifer harm thee ! 
Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee! 
Guid. Ghojl, unidid, forbear thee I 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee! * 
Both. Quiet confumm'ation have. 

And renoxvH^si. beUhj' Grave ! 

Enter Belarius, with the body of Cloizw. 

Guid. We've done our obfequics : come, lay him 
down. 

BeL Here's a few flow'rs, but about midnight more; 
The herbs, that have on them cold dewo'th'night. 
Are ftrewings fitt'ft for Graves. — Upon their faces — 
You were as flow'rs, now withered; even fo 
Thefe herbeletsfhall, which we upon you ftrow. 

Come on, away, apart upon our knees 

The ground, that gave them firft, has them again r 
Their pleafure here is part, fo is their pain. \EKeunt,* 

Imogen, atoaking. 

Imo,. Yes, Sir, to Milf or d- Haven, which is the 
w^ay ? — 

I ihank you — by yond bulh ? r-pray, how far 

thither?-^ 

'Ods pittikins — can it be fix miles yet ? 
I've gone all night — 'faith,' Til lie down and fleep. 
But, foft! no bedfellow — Oh Gods, and Goddeffes ! 

[Seeing the body. 
Thefe flow'rs are like the pleafures of the world ; 
This bloody man the care oat — I hope, I dream ; 
*> R3 For, 
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For, fuTC, I thought I w^s cavc-ke^per^ 
And cook to honeft creatures. But 'tis not fo: 
^Twas but a boU of noth,i4:>g, (hot at- nothing.,. 
Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eycs^ 
Arc fometimes like our judgipepti, blind. Good 

faith, 
I tremble ftill with fear ; but if there be 
Yet left in heav'n as fmali. a drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, oh Gods i a part qi it ! . 
The dream's here fliil; ev'n-when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagin'd, fellt. 
A headlefs man I — the garments o( Pq/lhumus*? 
I know the fliape of 's leg, this i« his hand^ 
His foot mercurial, his martial thigh. 

The brawns of Hercules : but his jovial face 

Murder in heaven ? how ! 'tis gone ! 

Pifanio! — 
All curft'S madded Hecuba gave the Greekr^ 
And mine to boot, be darted on ihe6! thou, 
'Twas thou, confpiring with that ckvil Qottn^ 
Haft here cut off my lord. To. \Mrlte, and read, 
Be henceforith treach'rous! — damn'd Plfania 
Hath. with his forged letters — damn'd Pifanio!'"" 
From this the br.aveft velfel of the world 
Struck the main-top ! oh Pofi humus ^ alas, 
Where is thy head? wbere's That ? ah me. whcre*s 

That? 
Pifanio might have kMlM thee at the heart. 
And left thy head on. How ftiould this be, Pifanio T 
^Tis he and Cloten, Malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. Oh, 'tis pregnant, pregnaat! 
The drug he gave me, which, he faid, was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murd'rous to th' fenfes ? that confirms it home: 
This. is Pj/awio's deed, 2ii\d Clotejtis. Oh! 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood. 
That we the horrider may feem to thofe 
Which chance to find ws^. Oh, my loxd ! my lord .* 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Enter Lucius, Captains^ and a Soolhfayer. 

Cap. np'O them, the legions garrifon'd in Gallia^ 
JL After your will, have crofs'd the fca, at- 
tend ing 
You here at Milford-Haven^ with your Ships : 
They are in readinefs. 

Luc. But what fronoi Rome? 

Cap. The Senate hath ftirr'd up the Confinersv 
And gentlemen of Italy, moft willing fpirits. 
That promifc noble fervice : and they come 
Under the conduft of bold lachimo^ 
Syenna^s Brother. 

Luc. When expeft you them ? 

Cap. With the next benefit o' th' wind. 

LiiC. This forwardnefs 
Makes our hopes fair. Command, our prefent 

numbers 
Be muder'd; bid the Captains look to't. Now^ Sir, 
What have you dreara'd, of late, of this war's purpofe? 

Sooth, Laft night, the very Gods fhew'd me avifion. 
(I faft, and pray'd for their intelligence) 
I hv^Jove^s bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd 
From the fpungy fouth, to this part of the Weffi^ 
There vanilh'd in the fun-beams ; which portends 
(Unlefs my fins abufe my divination) 
Succefs to th' Roman Hofi. 

Luc. Dream often fo. 

And never falfe ! Soft, ho, what Trunk is here 

Without his top ? the ruin fpeaks, that fometimc 
It was worthy building. How ! a pag^ ! — =— 
Or dead, or fleeping on him? but dead, rather t 
For Nature doth, abhor to make his couch 
With the defunft, or fleep upon the dead.. 
Let's fee the boy's face. 

Cap* He's alive, my lord. 

R4 i-M^* 
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Luc. He'll then inftrudusof this body. Young onc^ 
Inform us of thy fortunes, for, it feems^ 
They crave to be demanded : who is this. 
Thou mak'ft thy bloody pillow? who was he. 
That, otherwife than noble Nature did. 
Hath aherM that good pidure ? what's thy interefl 
In this fad wreck? how came it, and who is it? 
What art thou ? - 

Imo. lam nothing; or if not. 
Nothing to be, were better. This was tny maftcr, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, : i 

Thaf here by mountainieers lies flain : alas I 
There arenomoTe fuch roafters : I may wander 
From Eafl to Occident cry out for fervice, 
Try many, all good, ferve them truly, never 
Find fuch another matter. 

Lnc, 'Lack, good youth ! 
Thou niov'fl no lefs with thy complaining, than 
Thy rcvjiier in, bleeding: fay bis name, good friend. 

hno. Richard du Camp, If I do lie, and do 
No. harm by it, though the Gods bear, I hope^ [Afidt. 
They'll pardon it. Say you. Sir? 
. Luc. Thy name ? 

Imol Fidele^ Sir. 

Luc. Thou, doft approve thyfelf the very fame ; 
Thy name well fits thy faith; thy faith, thy name. 
Wilt take thy chance with me ? I will not fay 
Thou {halt be fo well mafter'd, but, be fure. 
No lefs belov'd. The Reman Emperor's letters, 
Sent by a Conful to rae, ftiould no fooner. 
Than thih^ own worth, pirefer tihee : go with rae. 

Imo. rii follow, Sir. But firft, an't pleafc the 
Gods, 
I'll hide my matter from the flies as deep 
As thefe poor pickaxes can dig: and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha' flrew'd his 

Grave, 
And on it faid a century of pray'rs, 

(Such 
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(Such as I can,) twice o'er. Til weep and figh'; 
And, leaving fo his feVvice, 'follow you, '. 
So pleafe you enterfciih me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth. 
And rather father thiie, than mafter thee. 
My friends, 

The boy hath taught us manly duties: let us 
Find out the prcttieft dazied-plot we can. 
And make him with our pikes and partizans 
A Grave; come, arm him : boy, he ispreferr'd 
By thee to us, and he fliall be interred 
As foldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine eyes : 
Some Falls are means the happiec to arif<;. [E9(eun(^ 

SCENE VIII. 

Changes to QytahtWnt sTalau. 

Enter Cymbeline, Lords ^ and Pifanio. 
Cym. A GAIN; and bring me word, how 'tiy 

jfX with her! 

A fever with the abfence of her fon; 
Madnefs, of which her life's in danger ; heav\is \ 
How deeply you at once do touch me. Imogen^ 
The great part of my comfort, gone ! my Queen 
Upon a defperate bed, and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me! her fon gone, 
So needful for this prefent ! it flrikes me, paft 
The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow. 
Who needs muft know of her departure, and 
Dollfeem fo ignorant, we'll force it from thee 
By a (harp torture. ^ 

TiJ. Sir, my life is yours, 
I fet it at your will : but, for. my miflrefs, 
I nothing know where fhe remains ; why, gone; 
Nor when fhe purpofes Return, 'Befeech your 

liighncfs. 
Hold me your loyal fervant. 

R 5 Lord. 
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Lord. Good my liege^ 
The day that Oic was miflTing, he was here ; 
I dare be bound he's true, and (hall perfomi* 
All parts of his fubjeflion loyally. For OoUn^ 
There wants no diligence in feeking him, 
And will no doubt be found, 

Cym, The time is troublefotne ; 
We'll flip you for a Teafon, but our jcaloufy 
Do's yet depend. 

Lord. So pleafe your Majefty, 
The Roman Legions, all from Gallia drawn. 
Are landed on your coaft, with large fupply 
Oi Roman Gentlemen, by th' Senate fcnt. 

Cym. Now forthe counfelof my Sonand Queen ! — 
I am amaz-d with matter. 

Lord. G6od my liege. 
Your preparation can affront no Icfs 
Than what you hear of. Come more, for more 

-you're ready ; 
The want is, but to put thefe Powers in. motion. 
That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you; let's withdraw. 
And meet the time, as it feeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us, but 
We grieve at chances here.— Away. [Examt. 

Pi/. I heard no letter from my mafter, fince 
I wrote him, Imogen 'W2iS flain. 'Tis ftrange; 
Nor hear I from my miftrefs, who did promife 
To yield me often tidings. Neither know 1, 
What is betide to Cloten; but remain 
Perplext in all. The heavens flill muft work ; 
Wherein I'm falfe, Tm boneft; not true, to be tnic^ 
Thefe prefent wars (hall find, I love my Country, 
Ev'n to the note o' th' King, or I fall in them ; ^ 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd; 
Fortune brings in fome boats, that are not (leer'd. 

[Exit. 
SCENE 



■M^ 



C Y M: B E L I N E. 393 
S G E N E IX. 

Changes to the Forejl. 
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Gw/^TTp H E noife is round abom us. 
X BeL Let us from it. 

Arv, What pleafure. Sir, find we in life, to lock it* 
From aftion and adventure ? 

Guid> Nay, what hope 
Have we in hiding us ? this way the Romans 
Muft or for Britons (lay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts 
During their ufe, -and Qay us after. 

Bel, Sons, 
We'll higher ta the mountains, there fecure us. 
"To the King's Party there's no going; newnefs 
Of Clotens death (we being not known, nor mufter'd' 
Among the bands) may drive us to a Render 
Where we have liv'd : and fo extort from us 
That which we've done, whofe anfwer would be deatb 
Drawn on with torture. 

Guid. This Is, Sir, a doubt 
(In fuch a time) nothing becoming you, 
Nor fatisfying us. 

' Arv. It is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman horfes n€igh, 
Behold their quartered fires, * have both their eyes 
And ears fo 'ployM importantly as now, 
That they will wafte their time upon our note 
Ta know from whence we are. 

Bel. Oh, I am known 
Of many in the army ; many years, 

* kave both their eyes 

And ears Jo cloy'd importantly as «ow.] There is no Doubt, bixt 
our Iflandcrs would be thoroughly cloyd of the Sight ainivivioirc of a 
terrible and powerful Invader. Shahefpcar without poubt wrote, ' 

-fo 'ploy'd importantly ds' now, 

i, e, mphyd or taken up with Things of fuch Importance. Wark, 

Though 
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Though Clotenthcn butyoung, (you fee,) not wore him 
From ray remei'hbrahce. And, befides, the King 
Hath not deferv'd my fcrvice, nor your loves. 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding; 
The certainty of this hard life, aye hopelefs 
To have the courtefy your cradle promis'd ; 
But to be ftill hot fummer^s tanlings, and 
The flirinking flavcs of winter. 

Guid. Than be fo, 
Better to ceafe to be. Pray, Sir, to ih' army ; 
I and my brother are not known ; yourfelf 
So out of thought, and thereto fo o'er-grown^ 
Cannot be queftiou'd* 

Arv, By this Sun that fliines, 
I'll thither ; what thing is it, that I never 
Did fee man die, fcarce ever look'd on blood. 
But that of coward bares, hot goats, and venifoD ? 
Never bcflrid a horfe favc one, that had 
A rider Hkc myfelf who ne'er wore rowel. 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am afham'd 
To look upon the holy Sun, to have 
The benefit of his belt beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Guid. By heav'ns, I'll go ; 
If you will blefs me, Sir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care ; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
Th e hands of Rom ans I 

Arv, So fay I, Amen, 

BeL No reafon I {fince of your lives you fet 
So flight a valuation) fliould referve 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys; 
If in your country wars you chance to die. 
That is my bed too, lads ; and there Fll lie. 
Lead, lead; the time feems long: their blood thinks 

Till it fly out,'"*and fhew them Princes born. 

[Entuni, 
ACT 
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A G T V. S C E N E I. 

A Field between /he Britifli and Roman Camp&. 

Enter Pofthumus, with a bloody handkerchief. 

Post HUMUS. 

YEA, bloody cloth, Fll keep thee ; for I \vi(ht. 
Thou fhould'ft be coloured thus. You married 
Ones, 
If each of you would take this courfe, how many 
Mud murder wives much better than themfelvcs 
For wrying but a little ? oh, Pifanio! 
Every good fervant does not all Commands ; 
No bond, but to do juft ones. — ^Gods I if you 
Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had lived to put on^this ; fo had you faved 
The noble Imogen to repent, and ftruck 
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But alack. 
You fnatch from hence for little faults ; that's love ; 

To have them fall^no more : you fome permit 

To fecond ills with ills, each worfe than other, 

And make them dreaded, to the doers' thrift. 

But Imogen\ your own : do your beft wills, 

And make me bleft t' obey ! I am brought hither 

Among th' Italian Gentry^ and to fight 

Againll ray lady's Kingdom ; 'tis enough, 

That, Britaine^ I have kill'd thy miftrefs : Peacq.! 

I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good hcfav'ns. 

Hear patiently my purpofe. I'll difrobe me 

Of thefe Italian weeds, and fuit myfelf 

As do's t*^riton peafant ; fo I'll fight 

Againft the part I come with ; fo Til die 

For thee, O Imogen^ for whom my life 

Is, ev'ry breath, a death ; and thus unknown, 

Pitied, nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myfelf 
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Myfelf ril dedicate. Let me make men know- 
More valour in me, than my Habits (hew : 
Gods, put the ftrength o'th^ Leonati in me !' 
To (hame the guife o' th' world, I will begin 
The fafbion, lefs without, and more within. [Exit. 

. Enter IfUcius, lachimo, and the Roman army at on^ 
door; and the Britifh army at another; Leonatus 
Pofthumus/o//oii;f/ig like a poor foidier. They rmrch 
over^ and go out. Then enter again injkirmi/h lachi- 
mo, and Pofthumus ; he vanquijh^th and difarmeth 
lachimo,. and then leaves him. 

lack. The heayinefs and guilt, within my boComt 
Takes off my manhood ; I've bely'd a lady. 
The Princefs of this country ; and the air on't 
Revengin^Iy enfeebles me : or could this carle, 
A very drudge of nature, have fubduc'd me 
Ir my profeOloA ? Knighthoods, and Honours boriU, 
As I weai: ^ine, are titles but of (corn : 
If that thy gentry, Britaine^ go before 
This lowc, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 
Is, that we fcarce are men, and you are Gods. [Exit. 

The battle continues : the Britons Jly^ Cymbeline is 
taken ; then enter to his refcue^ Belarius, Guiderius, 
and Arviragus. 

BeL Stand, {land ; we have th' advantage of the 
ground ; 
That lane is guarded: nothing routs us, but 
The villany of our fears. 

Quid. Arv. Stand,, ftand, and fight. 

Enter Pofthumus, andfeconds the Britons. They refeue 
Cymbeline, and exeunt. 

Then Enter Lucius, lachimo, and Imogen. 

Luc. Away^ boy, from the troops, and fa ve thy felf» 
For friends kill friends, and the diforder's fuch 
As war were hood-wink'd. 

lack. 
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Jack, Tis their frefli fupplies. 
Luc» It is a day turn'd ftrangely. Or betimes 
Let's re-infbrcc, or fly. [ExeunL 

SCENE II. 

Another part of the Field of Battle. 



Enter Poflhumus, and a BritiOa Lord. 
ft thou 
Stand ? 



Lord, /^Ano'ft thou from where they made the 



Fojl. I did. 
Though you, it feems, canie from the fliers. 

Lord. I did. 

Poji. No blame bc to you, Sir, for all was loft^ 
But that, the heavens fought : the King himfelf 
Of his wings deftitute, the arniy broken. 
And but the backs oi Britaint fcen ; all flying 
Through a ftraight lane, the enemy full-hearted. 
Lolling the tongue with flaughtering, having worfc 
More plentiful, than tools to do't, ftruck down 
Some mortally, fome flightly touched, fome falling 
Merely through fear^ that the ftraight Pafs wafr 

damm'd 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd (ha me. 

Lord. Where was this lane? 

PoJi. Clofe by the battle, ditch' d, and wall'd with- 
turf, 
Which gave advantage to an ancient foldicr,. 
(An honefl one, I warrant,) who deferv'd 
So long a breeding as his white beard came to> 
In doing this for's Country. 'Thwart the lane, 
-He, with two ftriplings, (lads, more like to run 
The country Bafc, than to commit fuch flaughier; 
With faces fit for mafks, or rather fairer 
Than thofe for prefervation cas'd, or ftiame,) 
Made good the paffage, cry'd to thofe that fled, 

Our 
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Our Britaine's Harts die flying, not our men ; 

To darknefs fleet fouls, that fly backwards I ftand ; 

Or we are Romans^ and will give you That 

Like beafts, which you fliun beafllyy and may fave 

But to look back in frown : ftand, ftand. Thefc 

three. 
Three thoufand confident, in ad as many ; 
(For three performers are the file, when all 
The reft do nothing ;) with this word. Stand, ftand. 
Accommodated by the place, (more charming 
With their own Noblencfs, which could hare turn'd 
A diftafi to a lance] gilded pale looks ; 
Part, fliame, part, fpirit-renew'd ; that fome, turned 

coward 
But by example, (oh, a fin in war, 
Damn'd in the firft beginners !) 'gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o'th' hunters. Then began 
A flop i' M chafer, a retire ; anon, 
A rout, confufion-thick. Forthwith they fly 
Chickens, the way which they ftoopM eagles : flaves. 
The flrides they viSors mad ; and now our cowards. 
Like fragments in hard voyages, became 
The life o'th' need ; having found the back door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, heav'ns, how they wound 
Some flain before, fome dying ; fome, theirfriends 
O'er-borne i't.h' former wave ; ten, chas'd by one. 
Are now each one the flaughter-man of twenty ; 
Thofe, that would die or ere refift, are grown 
The mortal hugs o* th' field. 

Lord, This was ftrange chance, 
A narrow lane I an old man, and two boys ! 

Poji, Nay, do not wonder at it ; you are made 
pf^T»,feerto wonder at the things you hear. 
Than toVprk any. Wjil you rhime upon't ? 
And vent il^\for a mockery ? here is dne : 
Two bqys^ an old man, (twice a boy,) a lane^ 
Frejerv'd the Britons, was the Romans' bane. 

Lord, 
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Lord, Nay, be not angry. Sir. 

Tojl, Lack ! to what end ? 
Who dares not Hand his foe, Fll be his friend ; 
For if he'll do, as he is made to do, 
I know, he'll quickly fly my friendftiip too- 
You have put me into rhimes. 

Lord, Farewel, you are angry. [Exit. 

Poji. This is a lord oh noble mifery. 

To be i' th' field, and afk what news, of me I 
To day, how many would have given their honours 
To've fav'd their carcaffes ? took, heel to.do't, 
And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm'd. 
Could not find death, wher€ 1 did hear him groan 5 
Nor feel him, where heftrdck. This ugly monfter, — 
'Tis. ftrange he hides him in frelh cups, Toft beds. 
Sweet words ; or hath more miniiters than wc. 

That draw his knives i' th' war Well, I will find 

him : 
Fbr being now a favourer to the )Brifdn, 
No more a Briton^ Tve refu'mM again 
The part I came in. Fight I will no more. 
But yield me to the verieft hind, that ihall 
Onee touch my flioulder. Great the flaughter is 
Here made by ih' Roman ; great the anfwer be, 
Britons mufl take. For me, my ranfom's death •; 
On either fide I come to fpend my breath ; 
Which neither here Til keep, nor bear again, 
But end it by fome means for Imogen. 

Enter two Britifii Captains^ and Soldiers. 

1 Cap. Credit Jupiter be prais'd, Lucius is taken I • 
'Tis thought, the old man, and his fons, ^ere angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a filly habit. 
That gave th' affront with them, 

I Cap. So 'tis reported ; • 

But none of them can be found. Stand, who's there? 

Poji. A Roman 

Who 
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Who had not now been drooping here, if Seconds 
Had anfwer'd him. 

2 Cap, Lay hands on him ; a dog ! 
A leg of Rome fhall not return to teil 
What crows have peck'd them here ; he brags his 

fervice, 
As if he were of note ; bring hiro. to th' King. 

£nter Cymbeline,- Belarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, 
Pifapio, and Roman captives. The captains prefent 
Poflhumus to Cymbeline, whojietivers him ovtr to a 
Coaler, After which ^ all go out. 

SCENE 111. 

Changes to a Prifon. 

Enter Poflhumus, and two goalers. 

r G(7a/.T70U.fliall not now be ftoll'n, youVe locks 

\ upon you ; 

Sa, graze, as you End pafture. 

2 GoaL Ay, or fton?ach. [Exeunt Coalers. 

Pqft. Mofi welcome^, bondage ; for tbou art a way, 
I think, to liberty; yet am I better 
Than one that's fick o' th' gout, fmce he had rather 
Groan fo in perpetuity than be curd 
By th' fure phyfician, death ; who is the key 
T' unbar thefe locks. My confcience! thou art fetter'd, 
More than my fhanks and wrifls ; you good Gods, 

give me 
The penitent inflrument to pick that bolt ; 
Then, free fiir ever. Is't enough, Vm forry ? 
So children temporal fathers do appeafe;^ 

Gods are more full of mercy. Muft I rcpem ? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves, 
Defir'd, more than conftrain'd ; to fatisfy, 
I d'offmy freedom ; 'tis the main part; take 
No ftrifter Render of me, than my all. 

I know^ 
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I know, you are more clement than vile men. 
Who of their broken debtors take a third, 
A fixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abaiement ; that's not my defire. 
For Imogen s dear life, take mine ; and though 
!Tis not fo dear, yet 'tis a life-, you coin'd it. 
'Tween man .and man, they wieigh not every damp 
Though light, take pieces for the figure's fake ; 
You rather, mine being yours : and fo, g^reat Power?, 
If you will take this audit, take this life, 
And.c-4QCQ| thof^ old Ijonds. Oh Imogen!, 
VU fpeak to thee in filqnce. [lU^eeps^ 

Solemn mujic : Enter, as in an alJpariiion^ Sicilius Lecf- 
natus, /^/A^r /{? Pofl humus, an old man^ attired like 
a warrior ; leading in his hand an ancient matron, his 
rvife^ and mother to Puflhumus, with muJic before 
them, Then^ after other mufc^ follow the two young 
Leonati. brothers to Pofthumus, with wounds as they 
died in the wars. J'hey circle Poilhuraus rounds ai 
he iiesjkeping, 

Sici. No more, thou thunder-mafter, {hc%v 

Thy fpite on mortal; flies : 
With Mars fall out, with jUno chide, 

That thy Adulteries 

Rales and revenges. 

Hath my poor boy done aught but wcU^ 

Whofe face 1 never faw ? 
I dy'd, whilft in the womb he ftay'd, 

Attending Nature's Law. 
Whofe father, Jove! (as men report, 

Thou orphans' father art ;) 
Thou (bould'ft have been, and (hielded hini. 

From his earth- vexing fmart. 
Moth, Lucina lent not me her aid 

But took me in my throes ; 
That from me my Pojthumus ripr, 

Game crying 'mongft his foes, 
A thing of pity ! Sicu 
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Sici Great Nature, like his anceftry, 

Moulded the ftuflFfo fair ; 
That he deferv'd the prafc o' th' world. 

As great Sicilius^ heir. 

1 Bro. When once he was mature for man. 
In Briiaine where was he. 

That could fland up his parallel. 

Or rival objeft be 
In eye of Imogen^ that bcft 

Could deem his dignity ? 
Moth. With marriage therefore was he mockt, 

To be exird, anil thrown 
From Leonatus^ (eat, and caft 

From her his dearefl one ? 

Sweet Imogen I 

Sici. Why did you fuffer lachimo^ 

Slight thing of Italy^ 
To taint his noble heart and brain 

With needlefs jealoufy. 
And to become the geek and fcorn 

O' th' other's villainy ? 

2 Bro, For this, from ftiller feats we came, 
Our parents, and us twain, 

That, ftrlking in our country's caufe. 

Fell bravely and were (lain ; 
Our fealty, and Tenantius' right, 

With honour to maintain. 
I Bro. Like hardiment Pojlhumus hath 

To Cymbeline performed ; 
Then, Jupiter^ thou King of Gods, 

Why haft tlrou thus adjourned 
The graces for his merits due. 

Being all to dolours turn'd? 
Sici. Thy cryftal window ope ; look out ; 

No longer exercife. 
Upon a valiant race, thy harfli 

And potent injuries. 

Moth. 
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_ Moth. Since^ Jupiter^ our fon is good,. 
Take off his miferies. 
Sici, Peep through thy marble manfion, help ! 
Or we poor gholls will cry 
To th' fhining fynod of the reft, 
Againft thy Deity. 
2 Broth, Help, Jupiter^ or we appeal. 
And from thy juftice fly. 

Jupiter defcends in thunder and lightnings fitting upon an 
eagle ; he throws a thunderbolt. The ghojls fall on 
their knees. 

Jupit. No more, you petty fpirits of region low. 

Offend ouLhearing; hulli ! — how dare you, Ghofls, 
Accufe the Thunderer, whofe bolt you know. 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coafts .^ . 
Poor (hadows of Eljfium-^ hence and reft 

Upon your never-withering banks of flowers* 
Be not wjth mortal accidents oppreft. 

No care of yours it is : you know, 'tis ours. T^ 
Whom beft I love, I crofs ; to make my gift, 
The more delay'd, delighted- Be content, 
Your low-laid fon our godhead will uplift: 

His comforts thrive, his trials well are fpent; 
Our 'jovial ttar reign 'd at his birth, and in 

Our temple was he married : rife, and fade ! 
He fliall be lord of lady Imogen^ 

And happier much by his affliflion made. 
This tablet Jay upon his breaft, wherein 

[Jupiter drops a tablet* 
Our pleafure his full fortune doth confine; 
And fo, away ; — no farther with your din 
. Exprcfs impatience, left you ftir up mine; 
Mount, eagle, to ray palace cryftalline. [Afcends* 
Sici. He came in thunder, his cceleftial breath 
Was fulphurous to fmell; the holy eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us ; his afcenGon is 
More fweet than our bleft fields ; his royal bird 

Fruaes 
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Prunes tbc immortal wing, and cloys his bealL, 
As when his God is pleas'd. 

All. Thanks, Jupiter I / 

SicL The marble pavement clofes, he is enter d 
His radiant roof: away, and to be bleft 
Let us with care perform his great beheft. [Vani/k. 

Poji. [waking.] Sleep, thou haft been a grandSrc, 
and begot 
A father to me : and thou haft created 
A mother and two brothers. But, oh fcorn I 
Gone — they went hence fo foon as they.w^re bom^ 
And fo I am awake — Poor wretches, that depend 
On Gresrtnefs' favour, dream as I have done ; 
Wake, and find nothing. — But, alas. I fwerve : 
Many dream not to find, neither deferve ; 
And yet are ftcep'd in favours ; fo am I 
That have thi^ golden chance, and know not why : 
SVhat fairies haunt this ground ? a book ' oh rare onel 
Be not, as in our fangled world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers. Let thy effefts 
So follow, ^o be moft unliteour Courtiers ; 
As good as promifc. 

[Reads.] 
J^HEN as the limis whelp Jhall^ to himfe/funknown, 
^^ tvUhoutfeekingJind, and be embraced by a piece df 
tender air ; and when from a Jiately cedar Jhall be lopi 
branches^ which, being dead many years, Jhall after revive^ 
be jointed to the old Jlock^ and freJJily grow, then Jhall 
VoRhumus end his miferies^ Britaine be fortunate^ and 
flour ijh in pea4:e and plenty. 

^Tis ftill a dream ; or elfe fiich ftuff, as mad men 

Tongue, and brainnot — do either both, or nothing — 

Or fenfciers fpeaking, or a fpeaking fuch 

As fenfe cannot untie. But what it is, 

The aflion oF my life is like it, which I'll keep 

If b ut- f o r f y rop a t by . 

EnUr 
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Enter Goakr, 

Coal. Come, Sit, are you ready for death? 

Pofi. Over-roailed rather : ready long ago. 

Goal, Hanging is the word, Sir; if you be ready 
Tor that, you are well cookt 

Pojl, So if it prove a good repaft to the fpedators, 
the difh pays the fhol. 

Goal, A heavy reckoning for you. Sir; but the 
comfort is, you fliali be cair<l to ho naore payments, 
fear no more tavern bills, which are often the fadnefe 
®f parting, as the procuring of mirth ; you come in 
faint for want of meat, depart reeling with too much 
drink ; forry thai you have paid too much, and forry 
that you are paid too much; purfe and brain, both 
empty, the brain the heavier, for being too light ; 
the purfe too light being drawn of heavinefs. Oh, 
-of this contradiflion you (hall now be quit : oh, the 
charity of a penny cord, -it fums up thoufands in a 
trice; you have no true debtor, and creditor, but it-; 
of what's paft, is, and to come, the difcharge; your 
neck. Sir, is pen, book, and counters ; fo the ac- 
quittance follows. 

Pojl. I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

Goal. Indeed, Sir, he that fleeps, feels not the 
tooth-ach : but a man that were to deep your fleep, 
and a hangman to help him to bed, I think, he would 
xhange places with his officer: for look you, Sir, you 
know not which way you fliall go. 

Pojl. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

Goal. Your death has eyes in's head then; I have 
not feen him fo piftur'd: you muft either be direfted 
by fome that take upon ihem to know ; or to take 
upon yourfelf that, which, I am fure, you do not 
know; or^ump the after-enquiry on your own peril; 
and how you (ball fpeed in your journey's-end, I 
4hink, youMl never return to tell one. 

JPofi. 1 tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyesL,' 
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to direft them the way I am going, but fuch a$ wink, 
and will not ufe them. 

Goal. What an infinile mock is this, that a man 
{hould have the be il ufe of eyes, to fe4e the way of 
bltndn^fs ! I am fure, hanging's the way of winking. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Mef, Knock off his manacles, bring your prifoner 
40 the King. 

Pojt, Thou bring'ft good news ; I am called to be 
made free* 

Goal, ril be hang'd then. 

Pojl, Thou {halt be then freer than a goaler ; no 
bolls for the dead. [Exeunt Pod humus and Mejfenger. 

Goal, Unlefs a man would marry a gallows, and 
beget young gibbets, I never faw one fo prone. Yet, 
on my confcience, there are verier knaves deCre to 
live, for all he htdi Roman: and there be fome of 
them too, that die againft their wills; fo fljpuld I, if 
1 were one. 1 would, we were all of one mind, and 
one mind good; O, there were defolation of goalers 
and gallowfes ; I fpeak againft my prefent profit, but 
my wifh hath a preferment in't. [EmL 

SCENE IV. 

Cyrabeline'i Tent. 

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guideri«s, Arviragus, 
Pifanio, and lords. 

Cpj.C TAND by my fide, you, whom the Gods 

O have made 

Prefervers of my'Throne. Woe is ray heart. 
That the poor Soldier, that fo richly fought, 
(Whofe rags {ham'd gilded arms \ whofe naked breaft 
Stept before Iblelds of proof.) cannot be found-: 
He (hall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him fo^ 

BtU 
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BeL I never faw 
Such aoble fury in fo poor a thing: 
Such precious deeds in one that promised nought 
But begg'ry and poor Luck. 

Cym, No tydingSxOf him? 

Pif, He hath been . fearcb'd among the dead and 
living. 
But no trace of him. 

Cym. To my grief, I am 
The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you, (the liver, heart, and brain of Briiaine ;) 

[To Bel. Guid. and Arvirag. 
By whom, I grant, (he lives. 'Tis now the time 
To afl: of whence you arc. Report it. 

BeL Sir, 
In Cambria are we born, and Gentlemen: 
Farther to boaft, were neither true nor modeft, 
Unlefs I add, we're honeft. 

Cym, Bow your knees ; 
Arife my Knights o'th' battle ; I create you 
Companions to our perfon, and will fit yoa 
With dignities becoming your eftates. 

Enter Cornelius, arid Ladies. 

There's bufinefs in thefe faces : why fo fadly 
Greet you our vifiory ? you look like Romans^ 
And not o'th' Court of Britaine. 

Cor. Hail, great King \ 
To four your happinefs, I muft report 
The Qjicen is dead. 

Cym, Whom worfe than a phyfician 
Would this report become? but I confider. 
By med'cinc life may be prolong'd, yet death 
Will feizc the DoAor too. How ended (he? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like herfelf ; 
Who, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Moft cru«l to herfelf. What (he confefi, 
I will report, fo plcafe you : Thefe her women 

Vol. VIII. ' S Can 
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Can irip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks. 
Were prefent when flie finiih'd. 

Cym. Pr'vthce, fay. 

Cor. Firft, fee confefs'd, flic never lov'd you : only 
AfFeftcd Greatnefs got by you, not you : 
Married your Royalty, was wife to your Place ; 
Abhorr'd your perfon. 

Cym. She alone knew this : 
And, but fee fpoke it dying:, 1 wodd not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor, ^Ybjar Daughter, whom fee bore in hand to 
love 
With fuch. integrity, fee did confefs, 
Was as a fcorpion to her figbt; whofc life. 
But that her flight prevented it, fee had 
Ta'en ofFbypoifon. 

Cym, O moft delicate fiend i 
Who is't can read a woman? is there more? 

Con. More, Sir, and worfe. She didtonfefs, fee had 
For you a mortal mineral; which, biei^ag took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and lingering 
By inches wafte yoti. Jn which limt fee purpos'd. 
By watching, weeping, tendance, killing, to 
Overcome you with her feew: yes, and in time, 
(When fee had fitted you with her ciaft,) to work 
Her fon into th' adoption of the Grown : 
Brrt failing of her end by his ftrangc abfence. 
Grew Ihamelefs; defperate ; opened, in defpight 
Of heaven and merf, her purpofes.: repented, " 

The ills fee hatched were not elFeded: fo, i 

Defpairing, dy'd. 

Cym, Heard you aU. this, her Women? ' 

Lady. We did^ fo pleafeyaur Highncfs. » 

Cym. Mine eyes 
Were not in fault, for fee was beautiful : 
Mine ears, that heard her flattery; nor my heart. 
That thoughi her-. like her Sceiuing, -It had been 
vicious 

To % 
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To have miftiufted her. Yet, oh my daughter I 

That it was folly in aic, thou maty'ft fay. 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heav'n mend ali ! 

S C E N E V. 

Enter Lucius, lachimo, and other Roman prifoners ; 
Leonatus behind^ and Imogen. 

Thou com'ft not, Caius; now for Tribute; That 
The Britons have razM out, though with the io6 
Of many a bold one ; whofe kinfmen have made fuit, 
That their good fouls may be appeas'd with flaughter 
Of you their Captives, which -ourfelf have granted. 
So, think of your eftatc 

Luc. Conlider, Sir, the chance of war; the day 
Was yours by accident : had it go«ie with us, 
We Qiould not, when the blood was cold, hav^ 

threaten^ 
Our Prifoners with the fward. ■ Btrt fince the Gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd rapfom, let it come. Sufficeth, 

A Roman with a Roman ^ heart can fuflfer. / 

Augujlus lives to think on't And fo much 

For wiy peculiar car^. This one thing only 

I will entreat: my boy, a Briton born. 

Let him be ranfom'd ; never matter had 

A pagefo kind, fo duteous*, diligent, 

So tender over his occaGons, true. 

So feat, fo nurfc-like; let his virtue join [nefs 

With my requefl, which. Til make bold, your High- 

Cannot deny i he hath done no Briton harm. 

Though he hath ferv'd a Roman, Save him. Sir, 

And fpare no blood befide. 

Cym. Tve furely feen him; 
fils favour is familiar to me. Boy, 
Thou haft look'd thyfelf into my grace. 
And art mine own. I know, not "why, nor wherefore 
S « - To 
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To fay, '' live, boy :" ne^cr thank thy mafler, live; 
And a(k of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt. 
Fitting my bounty, and thy flate, TU give it: 
Yea» though thou do demand a prifoner, 
The noblefl ta'en. 

Jmo. I humbly than£ your Highnefs. 

Luc. I do not bid thee beg my lii'e, good lad ; 
And yet, I know, thou wilt. 

Imo. No, no, alack. 
There's other work in hand ; I fee a thiiig 
Bitter to me, as death ; your life, good mafier, 
Muft ftiuffle for itfelf. 

Luc. The boy difdains me. 
He leaves me, fcorns me: briefly die their joys. 
That place them on the truth of girls and boys .' 
Why flands he fo perplext ? . 

€ym. What would'ft thou, boy ? 
I love thee more and more : think more and more. 
What's befttoafe.Know'fthimthoulook'fton? fpeak. 
Wilt have him live ? is he thy kin ? thy friend ? 

Imo, He is a Roman ; no more kin to me, \ 
Than I to your Highnefs : who, being Born your vafTal, 
Am fomething nearer. 

Cym, Wherefore eye'ft him fo ? 

Imo, I'll tell you, Sir, in private, if you pleafe 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay, with all my heart. 
And lend my beft attention. What's tliy name? 

Imo. Fidele, Sir. 

Cym, Thou art my good youth, my page ; 
rU be thy matter : walk with me, fpeak freely. 

[Cymbel. and Imo. waU ajide, 

BeL Is not this boy reviv'd from !deaih ? 

Arv. One fand another 

* Onejand another 

Xoi more refimbUs th^t' /weet Tofy lad.] A flight Corruption Hai 
made Nonfcnfc of this Pallage. One Grain might rcfcmblc another, 
but none a human Form. We (hould read, 

Mt more re/embles, than He xh'Jweei ro/y lad. 

Not 
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Not more refembles, than He th' fweet rofy lad, 
Who dyM and was Yidtlt, What think you? 

Gxdd, The fame dead thing alive. 

BtU Peace, peace, fee more ; he eyes us not ; for- 
beaf, -^ 

Creatures may be alike ; were't he, I'm fure. 
He would have fpoke t'us. 

Guid, But we law him dead. 

Bd, . Be filent : let's fee further. 

ViJ, 'Tis Ttiy miftrefs [A^de. 

Since ftie is living, let the time run on. 

To good, or bad. [Cymb. and Imog. come forward. 

Cym, Come, ftand thou by our fide. 

Make thy demand aloud. Sir, Step you forth, 

[To lachimo. 
Give anfwcr to tbis boy, and do it freely ; 
Or, by our Greatnefs and the Grace of it. 
Which is our Honour, bitter torture fliall 

Winnow the truth from falfliood On; fpeak to 

him. 

Imo. My boon is, that this Gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Poft. What's that to him ? 

Cym, That diamond upon your finger, fay, 
How came it yours ? 

lack. Thoult torture me to leave unfpoken That» 
Which to be fpoke would torture thee. 

Cym. How ? me ? 

lack. I am glad to be conftrain'd to utter what 
Torments me to conceal. By villany 
1 got this ring; 'twas Leonatus^ }ewcl^ 
Whom thou didft banifti : and (which more may 

grieve thee. 
As it doth me) a nobler Sir ne'er liv'd 
'Twixt fky and ground. Will you hear more, my 
lord? 

Cym. All that belongs to this. 

lack. That paragon, thy daughter, 

S3 For 
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For whom my heart drops blood, and ray £alfe fpirus 
Quail to remember, — give roe leave, I faint. — 

Cym. My daughter, what of her? renew thy 
firengtb; 
I'd rather thou (hould'i^ve, while nature will. 
Than die ere I hear mJIti flri?e» man, and Ipeak^ 

Jack. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clocks 
That ftruck the hour ;) it was in Rome^ (accurs'd 
The manfion where) 'twas at a feaft, (oh, wou-ld 
Our viands had been poifoad! or at leafi,. 
Thofe which I heav'd to^^ead:) the gpod FoJlhuinus>^ 
(What fhould I fay ? he was too good to be 
Where ill men were ; au4 was the beft of all 
Amongft the rar'ft of good ones) — fitting fadly, 
Hearing us praife our Loves oi Italy 
For Beauty, that made barren the fwell'd BoaA 
Of him that bcfl could fpeak ;, for feature, laming 
The Ihrine of Venus^ or ftraighl-pigbt Minerva^ 
Failures beyond brief natuie ; for ca^ditifxiY 
A (hop of all the qualities, that man 
Loves woitiau for ; bcfides* tbatr hook, of wiyrng, 
Fairnefs, which ftrikes the eye-— 

Cym, I ftand on fire. 
Come to the matter. 

lach. All too foon I (hall, 
Unlefs thou wouldft grieve quickly. ^-This Fojlhumus^ 
(Moll like a noble lord in. love, and one 
That had a royal lover), took his hint; 
And, aot difpraifing whom we prais'd, (therein 
He was as calm as virtue) he began. 
His miftrefs' piflure ; which by his tongue being made. 
And then a mind put in't^ either our brags 
Were crack'd-of kitchen-trulls, or his defcription 
Prov'd us unfpeaking fots. 

Cym^ Nay, nay, to th' p;urpofe. 

lach. Your daughter's chaflity ; — there it begins : 
He fpake of her, as Dian had hot dreams. 

And (he alone were cold.; whereat, I, wr-etcb ! 

Made 
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Made fcruple of his praife; and wag'd with him 

Pieces of gold^^'gainft This which then he wore 

Upon his honourM finger, to attain 

In fuit the place ofs bed, and win this ring 

By hers and niine adulter^^^e, true Knight, 

No leffer of her honour cd^Hnt 

Than I did truly find her, flakes this ring; 

And would fo, had it been a carbuncle 

Of Phabus's wheel ; and might fo fafely, had it 

Been all the worth ofs Car. Away to Britarne 

Poft I in this defign: well may you, Sir, 

Remember me at court;: where I waSs taught 

By your chafie daughter the wide difference 

"Twixt amorous, and villainous. Being thus quenchM 

Of Hope, not Longing, min^ Italian brain 

'Gan in your duller Britaine operate 

Moil vilely: for my vantage excellent; 

And, to be brief, my pratSice fo prcvail'd, 

That I returned with fimilar proof enough 

To make the noble Leonatus m^id, 

Bjy wounding his belief in her renown, 

With tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 

Of chamber-hanging, pi<^ures, this her bracelet; 

(Oh, cunning! how I got it) nay, fome marks 

Of fecret on her perfon ; that he could not 

But think her bond of chaftity quite crack'd, 

I having ta'en the forfeit ; whereupon, 

Methinks, I fee him now. 

Poft, Ay, fo thou do-ft, [Coming forward, 

Italian fifcnd ! ah mc, mofl credulous Fool, 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That's due to all the villians paft, in Being, 
To come — oh, give me cord, or knife, or poifon. 
Some upright jufticer f Thou, King, fend out 
For torturers ingenious ; it is I 
That all th' abhorred things o' th* earth amend, 
By being worfc than they. I am Pojlhumus 
That kill'd thy daughter ; — villain-like, I lie; 

S4. That 
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That caus'd a lefler villaia than myfelf, 
A facrilegious thief, to do't. The temple 
Of virtue was (he, yea, and She herfelf.- 



Spit, and throw fiones, caft mire upon me, fet 
The dogs o^ th* (Iree^^J^ay me: every villain 
Be calTd Pojlhumus jBifffiis^ and 

Be villany lefs than 'twas I Oh Imogen ! 

My Queen, my life, my wife I oh Imogen^ 
Imogen^ Imogen I 

Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear 

Pojl, ShalFs have a Play of this ? 
Thou fcornful page, there lie thy part. 

Striking her^Jhe Jolts, 

Pif. Oh, gentlemen, help. 
Mine, and your miftrefs — Oh, my lord Pojlhumus I 

You ne'er kill'd Imogen 'till now help, help^ 

Mine honoured lady 

Cym, Does the world go round ? 



Pojl. How come thefe daggers on roe 
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Pif. Wake, my miftrefs ! 

Cym, If this be fo, the Gods do mean to flrike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

PiJ. How faxes my miftrefs ? 

Imo, O, get thee from my fight ; 
Thou gav'ft me poifon : dangerous fellow, hence t 
Breathe not, where Princes are. 

Cym, The tune of Imogen I 

Pif. Lady, the Gods throw ftones of fulphur on ro«. 
If what I gave you was not thought by me, 
A precious thing : I had it from the Queen. 

Cym. New matter ftill ? 

Imo. It poifon'd roe. 

Cor. Oh Gods ! 
I left out one thing which the Queen confefs*d. 
Which muft approve thee honett. If Pijanio 
Have, faid (he, giv'n his miftrefs that confeAion, 
Which I gave him for cordial,-flie is ferv'd 
As I would ferve a rat., 

Cym^ 
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Cym, What's this, Cornelius? 

Cor. The Queen, Sir, very oft import an'd me 
To temper poifons for her; ftill pretending 
The fatisfaflion of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, jmjg^ and dogs 
Of no efteem ; I, dread in JBiRier purpofe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ftuflF, which, being ta'en would feize 
The prefent power of life; but, in fhort time. 
All ofEces of nature ihould again 
Do their due funSions. Have you ta'en of it ? 

Imo, Molt like I did, for I was dead. 

Bel, My boys, there was our error. 

Guid» This is^iuTC, Fidele, [you? 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady frona 
Think, that you are upon a mock, and now 
Throw me again. (Throwing her arms about his neck, 

Poft. Hang there like fruit, my foul. 
Till the tree die ! 

Cym. How now, my flefli? my child? 
What, mak'ft thou me a dullard in this ad? 
Wilt thou not fpeak to me ? 

Imo. Your Bleffing, Sir, [Kneeling.. 

BcL The' you did iovc this youth, I blame you nor. 
You had a motive for't. \To Guid. Arvi* 

Cym, My tears, that fall. 
Prove holy-water on theef Imogen,, 
Thy mother's dead. 

Imo, Tm forry for't, my lord, 

Cym. Oh, (he was naught; and lang of her it was^ 
That we meet here fo ftrangely; but her fon 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Fif, My lord. 
Now fear is from me, I'll fpeak truth. Lord Cloten^ 
Upon my lady's miffing, came to me 
With his fword drawn, foam'd at the mouth, and 

fwore. 
If I difcover'd not which way (lie weat^ 

It 



4i6 C Y M B E LI N E. 

It was my inftant death. By accident 

I b<id a feigned letter of my matter's 

Then in my pocket; which dircdcd her 

To feek him on the mountains near to Milford ; 

Where, in a frenzy ^jflfew mafter's garments, 

Which he inforc'd M0kc, away hepofls 

With unchaftc pqrpofe, and with oath to violate 

My lady's ho^nour : What became of him, 

I further know not. 

Guid. Let me end the fiory ; 
I ilew him there » 

Cjm, Mariy^ the Gods forefend ! 
I would not, thy good deeds fliould from my lips 
Pluck a hard fent^nce : pr ythee, valiant youth, 
Deny't again. 

Guid, I've fpoke it, and I did it. 

€ym. He was a Prince. 

Guid. A nxoft incivil one. The. wrongs he did me, 
Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke mc 
With language that wouW make me fpvnrn the fea, 
Could it fo roar to me. I cut ofT^s bead; 
And am right glad, he is ia:9tr ftanding here 
To tcil this tale of mine. 

Cym. Vvci forry for thee ; 
By thine own tongue thou art condemn' d^ and am ft 
Endure our law: ihou'rt dead. 

Imo. That head-lefs man 
I thought had been my lord. 

Cym. Bind the ofFjender, 
And take him from our pre fence. 

BeL Stay, Sir King^ 
This man is better than thetnan he flew. 
As well defcended as thyfelf ; and hath 
.More of thee merited, than a batid of Clotens 

Had ever fear for.: Let his armss alone ; 

• . [to the Guard. 

They were not born for bondage. 

Cym. Why, old .Soldier, .': 

Wilt 
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Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for. 
By ha^ftittg of our wrath ? how of dcfccnt 
As good as we ? 

Arv, In 'that he fpake too f^> 

Cym. And thoa (halt dia|fl^^ 

heL We will die all th4PM 
But I will prove, that two on's are as good 
• As Tvc giv'n out of him. My fons, I mutt, 
For my own part, unfold a daagerous fpeecb. 
Though, haply, well for yoti. • . 

Arv, Yoar dan-ger's onrs. 

Guid. And our good, his. . / 

BeL Have at it then, by leave: 
Thou had'ft, great King, a fubjcd, who was caird 
BelarmSi 

Cym. What of him ? a baniSi'd traitor, 

Bel. He it is, that hath 
Aflum'd this age; indeed, a banifli'd man; 
I knovy: aort how, a traitor. 

Cym, Take him beiice. 
The whole wo^ld fluall not five him* 

BeL Not too hot : 
Firft, pay me for the nurfing-of thy fonff;* 
And let it be confifcatc all, fo foon 
As Fve received it, 

Cym, Nurfing of my fons ? 

BeL I am too blunt, andfaucy ; here's my knee r 
Ere I ariife, I will prefer my fons. 
Then fpare not the old Father. Mighty Sir, 
Thefe two young gentlemen, that call mc father. 
And think they are my fons, are none of mine ; 
They are the iffue. oF your loins, my liege, 
And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. How? my iffue ? 

BeL So fure, as you, yourfathcrs: I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you fometime banifh'd ; 
Your pleafure was my near oflFetace, my punifhment 
Itfelf, and all my treafon : That I fuffer'd, 

Was 
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Wa$ all the harm I did. Thcfc gentle Princes 
(For fucli and fo they arc,) thefe iwenly years 
Have I trained up; fuch arts they have^ as I 
Could put into the m._ S ir, nay breeding was. 
As your Grace kno^^HSheir nurfe EuriphiU, 
Whom for the thefJHMBbd, dole thefe children 
Upon my baniihment: I movM her to't; 
Having received the punifhment before. 
For That which I did then. Beaten for loyalty^ 
Excited me to treafom tTheir dear lofs. 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it (hap'd 
Unto my end of dealing them. But. Sir, 
Here are your fons again ; and I muft lofe 
Tvvo of the fweet'fl companions in the world. 
The benedidion of thefe covering heav'ns 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they arc worthy 
To in-lay heav'n with flars. 

Cym. Thou weep'ft, and fpeak'fl : 
The fervice, that you three have done, is more 
Unlike, than this thou teirft* I loft my children— 
If thefe be they, I know npt how to wiih 
A pair of worthier fons. 

BcL Be pleasM a while 
This gentleman, whom I call Paladour^ 
Moft worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guiderius z 
This gentleman, my Cadwall^ Arviragus^ 
Your younger princely fon ; he, Sir, was lapt 
In a moft curious mantle, wrought by th' hand 
Of his Queen-mother, which, for more probatioor 
I can with eafe produce. 

Cym. Guiderius had 
Upon his neck a mole, a fanguine ftar; 
It was a mark of wonder. 

Bd, This is he; 
Who hath upon him ftill that natural ftamp : 
It was wife Nature's end, in the donation, 
To be his evidence now. 

Cym. Oh, what am I 

A 
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A mother to the birth of three I ne'er mother 
Rejoiced deliverance more ; blcft may you be. 
That, after this ftrangc ftarting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them novjjteh Imogen^ 
Thou*}l loA by this a kii^^^^^ 

Imo, No, my lord : 4HHv 
IVe got two worlds by't. Oil, my genile brothers. 
Have we thus met ? oh, never fay hereafter. 
But I am trueft fpeaker. You calfd me brother, 
"When I was but your fifter#1^ you brothers ; 
When ye were fo, indeed. 

Cym, Did you e'er meet ? 

Arv. Ay, my good lord. 

Guid. And at firft meeting lovM; 
Continued fo, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By the Queen's dram (he fwallow'd, 

Cym. O rare inftinft ! 
When (hall I bear all through? this fierce abridgment 
Hath to it circumflantial branches, which 
Diftinilion Ihould be rich in.- Where? how liv'dyou? 
And when came you to ferve our Reman captive ? 
How parted with your brothers ? how firft met them ? 
Why fled you from the court ? and whither ?— -Thefe^ 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
I know not how much more, (hould be demanded^ 
And all the other by-dependances 
From chance to chance : but not the time, nor place. 
Will ferve long interrogatories. See, 
Pqfthumus anchors upon Imogen; 
And (he, like harmlefs lightning, throws her ey« 
On him, her brothers, me, her mafler ; hitting 
Each objefl with a joy. The counter-chango 
Is fev' rally in all. Let's quit this ground. 
And fmoke the temple with our facrifices. 
Thou art my brother ; fo we'll hold thee ever. 

[To Belarius. 

Imo. You are my father too, and did relieve me. 
To fee this gracious feafon I 

Cym: 



;e our comtc 
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Cym. All o'er-joy'd, 
Save thefe in bonds : let them be joyful too. 
For they fliail tafte our comfort. 

Imo, My good mj ' 
.1 will yet do you f| 

Luc. Happy he* 

. Cym. The forlorn loldier, that fo nobly fought^ 
He would have well become this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a King. 

Pojl. 'Tis 1 am, &*,# 
The foldier, that did company thefe three, 
In poor Befeeming: 'twas a fitment for 
The purpofe I then followed. That I was he. 
Speak, lachimo, I had you down, and might 
Have made your finifli. 

lack. I am down again : 
But now my heavy confcience G.nksmy knee, [Kneels. 
And then your force did. Take that life, 'befeech you. 
Which I fo often owe: but, your ring .firft ; 
And here the bracelet of the trueft Princefs, 
That ever fwore her faith. 

Pojt. Kneel not to me : 
The power, that I have on yau, is to fpare you : 
The malice towards you, to -forgive you. Live, 
And deal with others better I 

Cym, Nobly doom'd : 
We'll learn our frecnefs of a fon-in-Uw; 
Pardon's the word to all. 

Arv. You helped us. Sir, 
'As you did mean, indeed, to be our brother; 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

Pojl, Your fervant, Princes. Goodmy lordof RtfTTi^, 
Call forth your Soothfayer. As I flept, methought, 
Grezijupiier^ upon his eagle backed, 
Appeared to me, with other fprightly fb ews 
Of mine own kindred. When I wak'd, I found 
This label on my bofom ; whofe containing 
• Is fo from fenfe in hardnefs, that I can 

Make 
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Make no colledion of it. Let him fliew 

His ikill in the conftrudion. 

Luc, Phi'armonus^ 

Sooth. Here, my good J orj 

Luc, Read, and declare^^^^Buiing. 



w 




[Reads.^ 
^H EN as a lions whelp Jhalf, to him/elf unknown^ 
without feeking Jind^ and hejmhracd by a piece of 
tender air ; and when from aJmtSffi cedar fhall be lopt 
branches^ which^ being dead many year s^ fhall after revive^ 
be jointed to the old Jlock, and frefdy grow; then fhall 
Poll hum us end his miferies, Britaine be fortunate^ and 
flourifi in peace and plenty. 

Thou, Leonatus^ art the lion's whelp ; 

The fit and apt conftrudion oFthy name,. 

Being Leonaius, doth import fo much : 

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, 

[To Cymbeline. 
Which we call Mollis Aer ; and Mollis Aer 
We term it Mulierz which Mulier^ I divine, 
Is this moil conftant wife ; who, even now, 
Anfwering the letter of the Oracle, 
Unknown to you, unfought, were dipt about 
With this moft tender air. 

Cym. This has fome feeming. 

Sooth. Theiofty ce(3ar, royal Cymheline\ 
Perfonates thee ; and thy lopt branches point 
Thy two fons forth: who, by Belaiius ftoiTn, * 

For many years thought dead, are now revived, 
To the majeftic cedar join'd; whofe Iflue 
Promifes Britaine peace and plenty. . 

Cym, My peace we will begin, and, Caius Lucius, \ 

Although the v'dor, we fubmit no Cafar, 
And to the Roman Empire ; promifing, 
To pay cur wanted tribute, from the which 
We were diffnaded by our wicked Qjieen ; 

On 

^- j 
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On %\hora bcav'n's juflice (both on her, and hers) 
Haih laid mod heavy hand. 

Sooih. The fingers of the Powers above do tune . 
The harmony ot thijg|ft|ice: the viGou, 
Which I made known lo Tbucius ere the ilroke 
Of this yet fcarce-]i«>Iii ba^d^^ at this inftant 
Is full accompliflrd. for ilie RcmMn eagle. 
From fouth to wett on wing foaring- aloft, 
LeficnM hetlelF, and in the.beam§ p>h' fun .' • 

So vanifli'd ; 'which-^fore-Qiew'^i fa St •princely eagle, 
Th' imperial Cdojar^ fliould again unite 
His favour >^?ith the Vadiaftt Cymbeline^ . 
Which fliines here in the weft. 

Cjm. Laud we the Gods ! 
And let the crooked Smokes climb to their Noflrils 
From OUT blett altars I publifli we this Peace 
"To all our fubjedsi Set we forward: let 
A Roman and a Brki/h Entgn wave 
Friendly together ; fo through hud's tawn march' 
And rn the Temple of great Jnpitiv, 
Our Peace we'll ratify. Seal it with feafts. 
Set on, there: Never was a War did ccafe. 
Ere bloody, hands :vvere %vafli'd, with fuch a Peace, 

[Mxtunt omnes.' 



the End of iiie Eighth Volume. 
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